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1 The favorite Songs from 
Shakeſpeare's Works. 

2 All the Songs ſung at the 
STRATFORD JUBILEE. 

3 The favorite Songs of D, 
GarRICK, Eſq; _ 

4 The favorite Songs in the 
Comic Opera of LovE IN 
A VILLAGE, 
of Tom loN xs. 


6.. 


tainmentofthe PAvLoOcCK. 
In the muſical Enter- 
tainment of THOMAS and 
SALLY. 


* 


Midas. 

In the Serenata of | 

LovE and INNOCENCE. 

10 
mance of Cyyox. 

11 ——Inthe Serious Opera 
of ARTAXERXES, 


| 


In the muſical Enter- ' 


In the Burletta of | 


In the Dramatic Ro- | 


13 


hind the Curtain. 


15 
5 —— In the Comic Opera | 


12 -— In the Comic Opera 

of LioN EL andCL arissA 
In the Burletta of 
OR HUS, in the Peep be- 


14 — In the Opera of, 
PHARNACES, 

In the muſical En- 
tertainment of the CA RI 
c 10 %s; Lo VERS. 

16 — In the Comic Opera. 
of the MAI of the MILL, 

17 — In the BzGGAR'S 
Or TRA. 

18 The laſt new Songs ſung 
at the Public Gardens, 
VAUXHALL, &c. 

19 A Collection of favorite 
CANTATAS, Op ke, &c. 

20 ALEXANDER'S FEAST, 
a celebrated Ode, by 
DaypEen, Fſq; on 
Power of Muſic. 
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Making together 3 of Three Hundred 


and Ninety Sox s, OpkEs, 
with a complete Index to the Whole. 


CANTATAS; 


CaTCHEs, and 
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| 


on of your pother, &c. 


| 


Tamaze ! 


A 


A T court, where true breeding abounds 
1 And ſhould a young bantling appear 
| Bop of thoſe wenckes, &c. 


you who would wiſh to ſucceed, &c 
.uſpicious ſpirits, guard my love 
round the May-pole how they trot 


happy hours, how fleeting 


eu, thou lovely youth 
Wd a thouſand racking woes 


_ Equit thee of this foul offence 


% how delightful the morning 


pr'ythee ſpare me, &c 

hoo weak is inclination 
4 how cruel the reflection 
In alive | 
in ruſtic weeds array'd 
ckey and Jenny, & c. 
oy dawn, as o'er the lawn 
went to the wake, &c. 


Huth, whom the bounty, &c. 
kering Tom thro” ſtreets, &c. 


Paid is like the golden ore 


. dx may ſteal your hens, Sir 


Vg the men coquets we find 


2 
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—— 


retch long tortur'd with diſdain 


—— 
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BLOW 


B 
pLoW blow, thou winter's wind | 
chold this fair goblet 5 2ar 
Bleſt with thee, my ſoul's dear treaſure ſd 
Believe me, dear aunt iſa 
Behold, ſrom many a hoſtile hore — 
By ſome I am told & 
55 by your friends adviſed — A 
Behold! on Lethe's diſmal ſtrand 15 
By that belov'd embrace — 9 
Bear, Oh bear me of a ſudden — ſ— 
Breathe no ditty | U 
By my ſighs you may diſcover — 
By the ſide of a ſtream, &c. — 
Britons, attend, I ſing in merry lay 
Before the barn-door crowing — 75 
0 = 
OME unto theſe yellow ſands — 3 
Come, hve with me, and be my love 1 
Clear, clear the courſe, &c — * 
Come, nymphs, wher'er ye be — 7 
Come, cheer up, my lads _ Ih 
Come, come, my good ſhepherds — 
1 Come, leave off theſe tricks — 
1 Cupid, god of ſoft perſuation — 
Ip Ceaſe, gay ſeducers, pride to take 
Come, come, my dear girl — 
Care flies from che lad that is merry 
1 Come on, come on — — . 
| Come, thou pining, peeviſh lover 7 
5 Can the darling of my heart — TE 
g Cupid, from his fav'rite nation — = 
1 Cruel Strephon, will you leave me en 
| | | Come, Roger, and liſten, cc. — 20 
4 Come, ſweet laſs :1N 


Eareſt aunt, attend my pray'r — 56 
Duty i is nature's ſtrongeſt law — 9 
zar heart, what a terrible life am I led 99. 
fdainful you ly nue ——— 13 
Fat fly thee, carping care — 189 
ACH Noble of yore y was ſo fond Gr 
8 love did firſt my thoughts * 118 
"i fathom five a father lies 2 
From ploughing the ocean — 89 
0 duty if the ſhepherd ſtray 4 127 
= Semira, lovely maid — 133 
Ws ſoft ideas, fly — — 135 
various purpoſe ſeryes the fan 276 
__ Ming hopes the mind deceiving 199 
ir Venus left her bleſt abodes — 201 
every glaſs, &c. — 258 


ntle youth, ah ! q tell me why — 69 


Go, naughty man, &c. — 83 


*Y . 
18 


5 are known — | 105 
Wand on my truth relying — 153 
„like ſquirrels oft appear. — 155 
* ladies, kindly ſtay — 197 
ale ſhepherd, ſooth my ſorrow 204 
H 
our, riches, marriage, bleſſing 2 
lark, hark, the lark — 1 
ve prophane We — 3M 
ns quite clear in land a year. — 57 
2 3 How 
Dear 


LI 
— 
8 
* N $ 
2 


iis. Lo 


1 


Hither, Venus, with your doves — 
He's as tight a lad to ſee to — 
Hither, all my ſpirits, bend — 
Hence every hope, and every fear 
How hard is my fate — 
Hope and fear alternate rifing 5 


2 . ˙ A w W a SEE 
* +. * 
- . 


Jove, in his chair — — 


E 


Low happy a father am I — 
Hope, thou nurſe of young deſires 
How happy were my days — 


How blels'd the maid 
How much ſuperior beauty awes 
Hence with cares, complaints, &c. 


How curſedly vext the old fellow will be 
Hence with caution, hence with fear 
Hark! *tis I your own true lover 

Hither come 
How blichly all the lve-long day 
Hopeleſs ! vers, who fue in vain — 
How cruel are tie tray tors — 


1 
FE truth can fix thy wav*ring heart 
In Apri!, when piimi ſes, Ke. 

I' humdle my gentleman's pride, Sir 
In vain I ev'ry art eſſay — — 
In love ſhould there meet a ſond Pair 

If ever a fond inclination 
it ever I'm catch'd in thoſe regions 
I know the world, Sir 
In vain you bid your captive love — 


Jupiter wenches and drinks — 
If you can caper, &c. — 

If into your hen-ya d — 
Ia thoſe greaſy old tatiers — 
If a rival my character draw — 


e 
78 * 9 
1 
33 4 
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Jauch and ſing 


(ix } 


F he whiſper the Judge, &c. 


g- nfancy our hopes and fears 
o''er the cruel tyrant Love 


Ethe river's Welling Waves 
mmortal pow'rs protect me 
* but a poor ſervant, *tis true 
udeed, forfooth, a pretty youth 


Vonder, I ſwear. 


mitaly, Germany, France, &c. 
wonder, I'm ſure, why this fuſs, &c. 


I that's all you want, Kc. 

Im love to pine and languiſh 
bam young, and Pm friendleſs 
TJove, I doat, I rave with pain 
Im a young ſhepherd, &c. 
&mulic can charm, &c. 

g vain in ſearch of quiet 


6 
1 4 t 
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JF love the virgin heart invade — 
Alike a ſhip, in ſtorms was toſt — 
the heart of a man, &c. — 

you of an office ſolicit your due 
E beauty with the ſun ariſe — 
Love's a ſweet and ſoft muſician 
Et gay ones and great 
Et rakes and libertines reſign'd — 


— 
— 
— 
— 
— 


— 2 


A this your affection — 
lu honour's cauſe alone PROPER 


— 


—— 


Fambled about a whole twelvemonth 


Et fops pretend in flames to melt 
t me, when my heart's a ſinking 
t not rape, thy boſom firing 


pve, when worth like Vizns N 


170 
173 
181 
208 
211 
227 
207 


201 


75 
100 


162 


1 >>. 


5 


Laſt midſummer eve, &c. — 
Laſt May-day I rambled, &c. — 
Love aſſerts his powerful rein — 
Lovely maid, fair beauty's pride — 
Let the nymph ſtill avoid, &c. — 
M 
. ! I'll be gone, &e. — 
y heart's my own — 
My Dolly was the faireſt thing — 
My time how happy, &c, — 
My minikin Mits, &c. — 
Maſter Pol — 
Monſter, away — — 
Mount if you will, and ok the ſky 
My life, my joy, my bleſſing — 


My Collin leaves fair London town 
My Jockey was the blitheſt lad — 
Marcus, the young, &c. — 
Man may eſcape from rope and gun 


* 


Now until the break of day — 
Nym, Piſtol, and Bardolph — 
Not long ago, tis ſaid — 


Nymphs and ſhepherds, come away 

No ſport to the chace can compare 
Ne'er will I be left i'the lurch — 
Now I'm ſeated — — 

Not in the ſplendor of a throne — 
Near a thick grove, &c. 
No power on earth can &er divide 


O s 
OO won with bis lute made trees 10 
Vid women we are — ot 9 


Once more I'll tune the vocal fhell 


(oxi) 


O do not look ſo wild 


Oh! had I been by fate decreed —— 
Oh! how ſhall I in language weak _ 
Oons ! neighbour, ne'er bluſh — 


Oh me! Oh mel! what ſhall we do 
Oh wherefore this terrible flurry 6 


O what pleaſure will abound  —. 

O! why will you call me again — | 

Oh, Liberty, Liberty. — 122. 
Oh why ſhould we forrow, &c. — 125 
O!] too lovely, too unkind — 135 
O! much-lov'd ſon, if death  — 141 
Oh! talk not to me of the wealth, &c. 148 
Oh ladies, lovely creatures. — 156 
O dry choſe tears, like melted ore 157 
One med'cine cures the gout — 159 
Oh hark to reaſon's powerful tongue 163. 
Odds my life, ſearch England over 173 
O! what a ſimpleton was 1 — 177 
Oh leave me in pity — 76. 
On ev'ry tree, in ev'ry plain — 200 


O Sawney, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly 222 


P 

R'ythee tell me, couſin Sue — 19 
Pray, Goody, pleaſe to moderate, &c. 106 
Plague take ſuch folks — 167 

8 5 
'IGH no more, Ladies —ů— 4 
Siſters of the tuneful ſtrain — 16 
Swains, tell me no more, &c. _ 55 
Such beauty, manlineſs, and air — 62 
Sweet mercy is the lovelieſt flower 66 
Still in hopes to get the better — 70 
Since by TIORs proves ungrateful. — 78 


6 
Saucy raſcal, this intrußon —— 94 
Say, little fooliſh flutt ring thing — 97 


Since you mean to hire for ſervice 105 
Shall a paultry clown 106 
Sure I ſhall run with vexation diſtracted 108 
Since now in man's deceitful breaſt 118 
Since high derry derry | 127 
Swifi-wing'd vengeance 161 
Simple Strephon, ceaſe complaining 180 
Since artiits, who ſue for the trophies of fame 
183. 
See, ſee Aurora 'gins to riſe — 196 
Streams that ſoftly murm*ring flow 204 
Strephon aroſe at early dawn — 206 
Sons of eaſe, be blithe and gay — 217 
See, the roſy-finger'd hours — — 215 
Sweet thrufh, that makes the vernal year 223 
Since laws were made, &c. — 20564 .. 
F< 


TAKE, Oh take thoſe lips away — 4 


Tell me, where is Fancy bred 7 
Thie is the day, a holiday — 14 
The pride of all nature was ſweet Willy 0 22 
To what bleſt genius of the iſle © — 25 
To fair Fidele's graſſy tomb — 36 
To arms! ye brave mortals — 41 
Thrice h \appy the nation, &e. — 42 
The card invites, in crouds we fly 47 
To thee, O gentle Sleep alone— 51 
That pailion, which harrows the ſoul — 4 
That g. 1d is an idol ail peOp:e adore. — 33 
That women attempted, &c. — 56 
Thirſt of wealth too oft ebe 87 
Fill luxo . into pla) — 583 


The match, he we'er 8 EE 


4 | © Tor WE 

4 To be tied to a fellow one hates 
To changeful man's deluſive arts 
Tell me, lovely charmer, why 


—— —_ — 
To lure me from mammy n 
Ts TT OP. 


There was a jolly miller 
The honeſt hearts, &c. 
Think, wy faireſt, how delay 


The world is a well-furnſh'd table — 
4 *Tis not wealth, it is not birth —— 

The traveller benighted — 
The May-day of liſe is for pleaſure 
The echoing horn, &c. — — | 
Thoughts to counſel let me ſee — 96 
Think not lewd Jove — 
Theſe flowers, like our hearts — — 

Tax my tongue! it is a ſhame  — 
This cold flinty heart, &c, — 
Tho? ſtill of raging winds the ſport 
Tho? various deaths ſurround me — 

_ Fhy father! au ay, &c. 
To fgh and complain — 
This boſom, a ſtranger to reſt — 
Thou, like the glorious ſun — 
Tho oft a cloud with envious ſhade 
*T1s not true, that in out grief — 
To rob them of ſtrength — 
'To tell you the truth — 
To deck her beſom, Chloe choſe — 
To fear a ſtranger — — 
Tho' ſhe ſcolded all day — 

Thou dear companion of my life — 


Torture, alas, may ſorely prove 

The ſpectre Death, When view'd from far 
Tho? my dreſs, as my manners, &c. 

Truſt me, would you taſte true pleaſore 
Tas at the coc! and {ragrant hour 


xlv ) 
The goodneſs of women, &e. — 191 
Tho' the winds are Whiſtling round me 193 


Wl | To reaſon, ye fair ones, Kc. 196 
Take vs in the roſy train | 214 
| Twas at the gate of Calais nn 2234 
' 1 The glittering ſon begins to riſe 3 
To yonder beech's friendly made 244 
i} i The ſaithleſs Theſeus, &c. — 245 
Tom rambie, a rake of true catholie hope 253 
F | Thro' all the employments of life 255 
Tis woman that ſed aces al mankind ibs 
i'F The turtle thus with plaintive crying 258 
l The miſer thus a ſhilling ſees — 2b, 
| The gameſters and lawyers — 260 
The firſt time at the looking claſs 261 


Thus when the ſwallow ſeeking prey — 262 
h | The modes of the court — 263 
| | Thos I ſtand like the Turk — 2564 
| 0 


U Penn Que: n of ſoft delight — 182 
l | Virgins are ike the fair flower — 256 
Wt W 

HHILE here you fnoar; ring lie 


1 bn Where the bee ſucks . 
li Who is Sylvia? what is ſhe 

it When daiſies pied, and violets blue 

| | What ſhall be have that kill'd the deer 

| | Wedding is great Juno's crown | — 

1 ; When he roſe is 4 bud — 
90 b 


UN 7 
9 O s 


When tyrant Love, that foe to reſt 
What pity that nature has caſt — 9 8. 
Where can we run, &c. — — 65 


When good Queen Elizabeth, Kc. | 65 


1 | Whence can you inherit 


UNpER the green- hoo od t tree . 


When I'm in nuptial union join'd — 66 


* A 
%; 
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5 
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* 
1 
5 
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* 
When once Love's ſubtle poiſon gains 
Well, well, ſay no more — — 
We women Uke weak Indians trade 
When I foilow'd a laſs, &c. 3 
Was ever poor fellow ſo plagued 
When we fee a lover languiſn 
Were I as poor as wretch can be — 
When I was a young one, K. — 
1 When late 1 wander d o'er the par 
4 Well met, pretty maid 
is Was I a ſhepherd's maid, to keep 
4 When a woman's front 1s wrinkled 
What the devil's here to do 
When ſetting Phœbus leaves the fry 
When | was a young man 
What is knowledge, and beauty, he. 
What exquiſite pleaſure 
When I were young, tho' now am old 
While mortals charm their cares in fleep 


When peace here was reigning - 
When real joy we mils — . 
1 Water parted from the ſea — 
1 When a man of faſhion condeſcends 
14 Why with fighs my heart is ſwelling 
1 When love gets into a youthful brain 
1 When, Orpheus, you — 
1 While the cool and gentle breeze 
9 When the head of poor Tummas — 
1 When late a ſimple ruſtic laſs — 
'$ When far from faſhion's gilded ſcene 
4 What are outward forms and ſhows 
A With the man that I love — 
1 Why how now, Muſs Pert _ 
4 Why quits the merchant, &c. — 
oY When a maid, in way of marriage " 
is When you meet a tender creature - 


1 Ei 
Il | Who'll buy good luck — 


Who upon the oozy beach 
Would you wiſh to gain a lover 
When ſummer comes — 199 
What tempts you ſo late — 
Wher'er J turn my raviſh'd eyes 
Welcome, vernal ſummer, here — 
Was Nanny but a rural maid — 2218 


When firſt I ſaw the graceful maid 
Will you my paſſion reprove 
What is beſt, ye Caſuitts, ſay 


While others barter eaſe for ſtate 247 4 
When you cenſure the age . 7 
When young at the bar, &c. — 262 1 
When a wife's in her pout 3 263 


þ YOU ſpotted ſnakes with double tongue 6 


Ye Warwickſhire lads, &c. 12 
Ve fair married dames | 38 
Ye medley of mortals 44 
Ye mortals, whom fancy, &c. — 46 
Ye fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charm — 47 
Your beauteous looks iaſpire my mind 0 
You dog, I could tear you 1n pieces 66 | 
Young I am, and ſore afraid — 76 } 
Vou gave me laſt week a young linnet 121 C 
Yet awhile, ſweet ſleep, deceive me 124 b 
+ You aſk me in vain | 146 . 
Ves, the 1s fair, divinely fair — 148 I 
Ves, that's a magazine of arms — 166 1 
You vile pack of vagabonds — 175 4 
Ye gliding minutes, ſweetly move 194 z 
Ye blitbeſt lads, and laſſes gray — 211 f 
Youth's the ſeaſon made for joy —— 259 
2 
Zounds, sir, then I'II tell you — 144 


1 
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7 SONG. L 

Sung by Mrs. Scott in the Tempeſt. 


XX O ME unto theſe yellow ſands, | 

3 e M And then take hands: 

3 * Curtſied when you have, and kit 
WOK 2: The wild waves whiſt : 

Þ Got it ag here and there, and tweet ſprights 
1 the burthen bear. 

erk, hark, bough wough ; the watch dogs 
x bak, bough-wough, 

H lark, hark, I hear the ſtrain of Chanticlere, 
L ay cock a diddle-do, 


'B SONG 


111 <a gr 


rity EX SA a, 
* 


———— —— 2 * — 
7 > — * 444 45 * 
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(+1 
8s ON G u. 
Sung by Mrs, Scott in the Tempeſt. 
0 L L fathom five, thy father lies, 


3* Of his bones are coral made: 


Thoſe are pearls that were his eyes, 
Nothing of him that doth fade, 

But doth ſuffer a ſea change, 

Into. ſomething rich and ſtrange: 
Sea nymphs hourly ring his knell, : 
5 ding, dong, 


Hark now I hear them, ding, dong, bell. 


$ONG III. 
Seng by Mrs. Scott in the Tempeſt. 


HILE here you ſnoaring lie 

Open-eyed conſpiracy, 

His time doth take: 5 

If of life you keep a care, 

Shake off ſlumber and beware. 
Awake, awake. | | 


| Sung by Mrs, Dorman in the Tempeſt. 


F ONOUR, riches, marriage, bleſſing, 
Long continuance, and encreaſing, 
Hourly joys be ſtill upon you, 
Juno ſings her bleſſings on you: 


Earth 


/ „ 7 * * 
7 ; 3» . 


rc 


(9. 


Farths increafe, and foyron plenty, 

7 Barns and garners never empty, 

Vines, with cluſt' ring branches growing, 
Plants, with goodly burthen bowing : 
Spring come to you at the fartheſt, 
13 the very end of harveſt : 

'/ Gcarcity and want ſhall ſhun you, 

Ceres bleiling ſo is on you, 


5 SONG v. 
Sung by Mrs. Scott in the Tempeſt, 
* HERE the bee ſacks there lurk I; 


In a cowflips bell I lie: 
There I crouch when owls do cry ; 
On the bat's back do I fly, | 
After ſun-ſet merrily. | 
Merrily, merrily ſhall I live now, 
Under the bloſſom that hangs on the bough. 


'$ONG VI. 


2 1 
* r . e 
* * "4 4 


In the Two Gentlemen of Verona: 


W H O is Sylvia? what is ſhe? 
That all our ſwains commend her ? 

+ Holy, fair, and wiſe is ſhe, 

The heavens ſuch grace did lend her, 
That ſhe might admired be. 


j 
| Is ſhe kind as ſhe is fair ? | 
4 For beauty lives with kindneſs : 
. Love doth to her eyes repair, 
To help him of his blindneſs, 
And being help'd inhabits there. 


B 2 „„ Pho 


4 
: 2 12 


3 
— . 3 f . 0 ů — 
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4 
Then to Sylvia let us ſing, 
That Sylvia is excelling; 
She excells each mortal thing, 
Upon the dull earth dwelling : 
To her let us garlands bring. 


SONG VII. 
1: Meaſure for Meaſure. 


58 AK E, oh take thoſe lips away, 

That ſo ſweetly were forſworn, 

And thoſe eyes ; the break of day, 
Lights that do miſlead the morn ; 


But my kiſſes bring again, bring again, 


Seals of love, but ſeal'd in vain. 
SONG VIII. 
In Much ado about Nothin g. 


CIGH no more ladies, figh no more, 
Mien were deceivers ever; 
One foot in ſea and one on ſhore, 
To one thing conſtant never: 
Then ſigh not ſo, but let them go, 
And be you blithe and bonny, 


Convertipg all your ſounds of woe, 


Into hey, nony, nony. 


Sing no more ditties, ſing no more; 
Of dumps ſo cull and heavy, 


The fraud of men were ever ſo, 


Since ſummer firſt was leafy, 
Then ſigh not ſo, &c. 
SONG 


E 
$ONG 1X. 
In Love's Labour Loft: 
SUMMER. 


HEN daiſies pied, and violet blue, 
And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue, 
And lady ſmocks, all filver white, | 
Do paint the meadows with delight, 

The cuckoo then on ev'ry tree, 
Mocks married man, for thus ſings he, 
Cuckoo! cuckoo! O word of fear, 
Unpleafing to the married ear. 


When ſhepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws, 
And merry larks are plowmen's clocks ; 
Whea turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 
And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks; 
The cuckoo then, on eyv'ry tree, | 
Mocks married man; for thus ſings he, 
Cuckoo! cuckoo! O word of fear, 
| Unpleaſing to a married ear. 
| | 


WINTER; 


When iſicles hangs on the wall, | 

And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nail; 

' »} And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail: 
When blood is nipt and ways be foul, 

Then nightly ſings the ſtaring owl; 
Tu-whit-tu-whos, tu-whit-tu whoo, a merry, 
| merry note, | 


 Vhile greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 


. 


CPF 

When all aloud the wind doth blow, 

And cooghing drowns the parſons ſaw, 
And birds fit brooding in the ſnow, 

And Marian's noſe looks red and raw : 
Then roatted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 
And nightly fings the flaring owl, 

Tu whit-tu-whoo, a merry, merry note, 


Wuile greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 
S O NG X: 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, in The Fairy Tale. 


O U ſpotted ſnakes with double tongue, 
* Thorny hedge-hogs, be not ſeen, 
Newts and blind- worms, do no wrong, 

Come not near the Fairy Queen, 

Philomel, with melody 

Sing in your ſweet lullaby, 
Neither barm, nor ſpell, nor charm, 

Come tbe fairy's pillow nigh, 

So good-night with lullaby, 


Weaving ſpiders, come not here; | 
Hence, ye long-legg'd ſpinners, hence; 
Beetles black, approach not near; 
Worm, nor ſnail, do no offence; 
. Philomel, with melody, 
Sing in your ſweet, &c, 


SONG XE 
In the Midſummer Night's Dream. 


OW until the break of day, 
N Through this houſe each fairy ſtray, 
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5 
To the beſt bride- bed will we, 


Which by us ſhall bleſſed be; 


And the iſſue there create, 


Shall be ever fortunate: 


So ſhall all the couples three 

Ever true and loving be; 
Ard the blots:m Nature's hand 
Shall not in their iſſue ſtand ; 
Nor mole, hare-lip, nor any ſcar, 
Nor mark prodigious, fuch as are 
Deſpiſed in nativity, 

Shall upon their children be. 
With this field-dew conſecrate, 
Ev'ry fairy take his gate, 

And each ſeveral chamber bleſs, 
Through this palace with ſweet peace, 
Ever ſhall in ſafety reſt 

And the owner of it bleſt. 

Trip away, make no ſtay, 

Meet me all * break of day. 


8G NG Ki. 
In the Merchant of Venice. 


E LL me, where is F ancy bred, 
Or in the heart, or in the head; 
How begot, how nqurithed ? 


| Reply „reply. 


Tis engender'd i in the eyes, 
With gazing fed, and Fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies: 
Let us all ring Fancy's knell, 
Virg, dong, bel. 


SONG 


1 
SONG XI 
Ju As you like it, By Mr. Fawcett. 


NDER the greenhood tree, 
Who loves to lie with me, 
And turn his merry note 
Unto the ſweet bird's throat; | 
Come hither, come hither, come hither, 
Here ſhall he ſee no enemy, bo 
But wintea and rough weather. 


Who doth ambition ſhun, 
And loves to lie i'th'ſun, 
Seeking the food he eats, 
And pleas'd with what he gets; 
Come hither, come hither, come hither, 
Here ſhall he ſee no enemy 
But winter and rough weather, 


SONG XIV. I As you like it. 


LT) LOW, blow, thou winter's wind, 
Thou art not fo unkind, 

'Thou art not ſo unkind 

| As man's ingratitude: 

Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 

Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 

Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 

Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 

Altho? thy breath be rude, 

Altho' thy breath be rude. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſky, 
Thou doſt not bite fo nigh,, 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 

As benefits forgot : 


Tho? 
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Tho' thou the waters warp, 

Thy ſting is not ſo ſharp, 

Tho' thou the waters warp, 

Thy ſting is not ſo ſharp, 
As friends remember'd not. 
As friends remember'd not, 


SONG Xv. 
In As YOU LIKE 17. 
HAT ſhall he have that kill'd the deer? 


His leather-ſkin and horns to wear, 
Then ſing him home, this reſt ſhall bear this 
burthen ; 
Take thou no ſcorn to wear the horn, 
It was a creſt ere thou waſt born, 
Thy father's father wore it, 
And thy father bore it; 
The horn, the horn, the luſty horn, 
Is not a thing to laugh to ſcorn. 


8 ON G XVI. 
In As YOU LIKE ir. 


Won is great Juno's crown, 

5 O bleſſed bond of board and bed; 

Tis Hymen people's every town, 

High wedlock then be honoured : 
Honour, high honour and renown, 
to Hymen, god of ev'ry town. 


SONG 
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SONG XVII. 


In HARRY THE EIC HTH. 


| RPHEUS with his lute made trees, 

| And the mountain tops, that freeze, 
Bow themſelves, when he did ling; 

Jo his muſic, plants and flowers 

Ever ſpring, as ſun and ſhowers 
There had made a laſting ſprings. 


Ev'ry thing that heard him play, 

E'en the billows of the ſea, 
Hung their heads, and then lay by; 

In ſweet muſic is ſuch art, 

Killing care, and grief of heart, 

Fall aſleep, or hearing die. 


SONG XVII. 
In Cymbeline; 


ARK, hark, the lark at heav'n's gate ſings, 
And Phoebus 'gins ariſe, | EE. 

His ſteeds to water at thofe ſprings, 
On chalic'd flow'rs that lies: 
And winking Mary-buds begin to ope 

Their golden eyes | 
With ery ung that pretty is, my Iady-ſweet 

ariſe, 
Ariſe, ariſe, 


SONG 


CFE) 
SONG XIX. 
The Words from Shakeſpeare, Sung at Ranelagh, 


FA OME, live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 

That hills and vallies, dales and fields, 
And all the craggy mountain yields: 
There will we fit upon the rocks, 
And ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 
Near ſhallow tivers, by whoſe falls 
Melodious birds fing madrigals. 


There will I make thee beds of roſes, 
With a thouſand fragrant poſtes, — 
A cap of flowers, with a girdle 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle; 
A gown made of the fineſt woo], 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull; 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Come, live with me, and be my love, 


Fur-lined ſlippers for the cold, 

With buckles of the pureſt gold; 

A belt of ſtraw with ivy buds, 

And coral claſps, and ſilver ſtuds: 

The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and fing, 
For thy delight each May-morning ; 

If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 


SONG 
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SONG XX. 


The Morning ADDRESS 70 the LaDiES, 


At the Jubilee in Honour of the Birth-Day of 
Shakeſpeare, 


ET beauty with the ſun ariſe, 
To Shakeſpeare tribute pay, 
With heavenly ſmiles and ſparkling 4 5 
Give luſtre to the day. 


Each ſmile ſhe gives protects his name, 
What face ſhall dare to frown? 

Not envy's ſelf can blaſt the fame, 
Which beauty deigns to crown, 


SONG XXL. 


WarwlcKksSHIRE, By Mr. G- . 


E Warwickſhire lads. and ye laſſes, 
See what at ou! Jubilee paſles, 
Come revel away, rej»vice and be glad, 
For the lad of al! lads was a Warwickſhire lad, 
Warwickſhire lad, 
All be glad 
For the lad of all lads was a Warwick ſhire lad. 


Be proud of the charms of your county, 
Where nature has Iaviſh'd her bounty, 
Where much ſhe has given, and ſome to be 
ſpar'd, 
For the bard of all bards was a Warwickſhire bard, 
Warwickſhire bard, 
Never pair'd, 
For _ bard of all bards was a Warwickwire bard. 


Each 
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Each ſhire has its different pleaſures, 
Fach ſhire has its different treaſures ; 
But to rare Warwickſhire they all muſt ſubmit, 
For the wit of all wits was a Warwickſhire wit, 
Warwickſhire wit, 
How he writ ! | 
For the wit of all wits, was a Warwickſhire wit. 


Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 
And half a ſcore more we take pride 1n, 
; Of famous Will Congreve, we boaſt too the ſkill, 
But the Will of all Wills was a Warwickſhire 
| Wil, 

Warwickibire Will, 

TS Matchleſs ſt 

For the Will of all a was 2 Wareickſhire 

e 


Our Shakeſpeare STE BR is to no man, 

Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman; 

Their ſwans are all N to the Avon! s tweet 
ſwan, 

And the man of all men, was aA i Warwickihire 
man. 

Warwickfhi 're man, 
Avon's ſwan, 

And the man of all men, was a Warwickſhire 

man. 


As ven'ſon is very inviting, | 
To ſteal it he took great delight in, 
To make his friends merry he never was lag, 
And the wag of all wags, was a Wantz Wags 
Warwickſhire wag, 
Ever brag, 


For the wag of all wags, was a Warwick hire wag. 
C + {64 + hard 
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There never was ſeen ſuch a creature, 


Of all ſhe was worth, he robb'd nature; 


He took all her ſmiles, and he took all her grief, 


And the thief of all thieves, was a Warwickſhire | 


thief. 
Warwickſhire thief, 
He's the chief, 


For the thief of all thieves, was a Warwickſhire 


chief. 
SONG XXII. 
Chorus frem the Church. 


Lo ] l S is the day, a holliday! a holliday ! 


Drive ſpleen and rancour far away. 


This is the day, a holliday! a holliday! 


Drive care and ſorrow far away. 


Here, Nature nurs'd her darling boy, 
From whom all care and ſorrow fly, 
Whoſe harp the Muſes ſtrung ; 


From heart to heart, let joy rebound, 


Now, now, we tread enchanted ground, 
Here Shakeſ peare walk'd and ſung! 


SONG XXII. 
SHAKESPEARE's MULBERRY-T REE. 


Sung with a Cup in his Hand made of the Tree. 
By Mr. ——— 


EH OLD this fair goblet; twas carv'd from 


the tree, 


Which, O my ſweet „ was plan ted 


b thee; 
y OY 
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ve trees of the ſoreſt, ſo 


458) 
As a relick I kiſs it, and bow at the ſhrine, 
What comes from thy hand mult be ever divine! 
All ſhall yield to the eas Lakers 
Bend to thee, 
Bieft Mulberry, 
Matchleſs was he 


Who planted thee, RCCC 


And thou like him immorz 


Who ſpread round their bil > whoſe heads 
ſweep the ſky ; 


Ye curious exotics, whom tie has brought here 


To root out the natives, at prices ſo dear, 


All ſhall yield to the Mulberry-tree, &c. 


The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, 
Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our 


coaſt; 


| But of fir we make ſhips, we have thouſands 


that fight, 
While one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can 
write, 


All ſhall yield to the Mulberry-tree, Kc. 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bowers, 
Pomona in fruit-trees, and Flora in flowers, 
The garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 
With the weere! of flowers, and faireſt of fruit. 
All ſhall yield to the Mulderry-tree, &c. 


With learning and know! edge the well- letter'd 


birch, 
Supplies law and ppyſic, and grace ſor the 


church; | 
C2 13:7 


63 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we fad, 


And he gives the beſt phyſic for body and mind. 
All ſhall yield to the Mulberry-tree, &c. 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree, 
From him and his merits this takes its degree; 
Let Pbœbus and Bacchus their glories re ns 
Our tree ſha!l ſurpaſs both the laurel and vine 
All ſhall yield to the Mulberty- tree, Sc. 


The genius of Shakeſpeare out- ſuiges the bright 
Cay, 

More rapture than wine to the heart can convey, 

So the tree which he planted, by making his own, 

Has laurel, and bays, and the vine all in one. 

All ſhall yield to the Mulberry-tree, &c. 


Then each take a relick of this hallow'd tree, 
From folly and faſhion a charm let it be; 
Fill fill to the planter, the cup to the brim, , 
To honour the country, do honour to bim. 
All ſhall yield to the Maulberry-tree, 
Bend to thee, 
Bleſt Mulberry, 
Matchleſs was he 
Who planted thee, 
And thou like bim immortal be! 


SONG XXIV. 


OV N V 
For the Fubtiler, in Honour of Shakeſpeare, 
BI M... 
ISTERS of the tuneful ſtrain! 
Attend your parent's jocund train, 


*T'is 


„ 


*Tis fancy calls you, follow me, 
To celebrate the jubilee. 


On Avon's banks, where Shakeſpeare's buſt 
Points out, and guards his ſleeping duſt, 

The ſons of ſcenic-mirth decree 

To celebrate this jubilee, 


By Garrick led, the grateful band, 
Haſte to their poet's native land, 
With rites of ſportive revelry, 
To celebrate his jubilee. 


Come daughters then, and with you bing 
The vocal reed, and ſprightly flring, 
Wit, and joke, and repartee, 
To celebrate our jubilee, 


- 


Come, daughters, come, and bring with you 


Th aerial ſprite and fairy crew, 
And the ſiſter-graces three, 
To celebrate our jubilee. 


Hang around the ſculptur'd tomb 
The brojder'd veſt, the nodding plume, 
And the maſk of comic glee, 
To celebrate our jubilee, 


From Birnam wood, and Boſworth's field, 
Bring the ſtandard, bring the ſhield, 
With drums, and martial ſymphony, 
To celebrate this jubilee. 


In mournful numbers now relate 
Poor Deſdemona's hapleſs fate, 

With frantic deeds of Jealouſy, 
To celebrate our jubilee. 


Nor be Windſor's wives forgot, 
With their harmleſs, merry plot, | 
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1 
The whit'ning mead, and haunted tree, 
To celebrate our jubilee. 


Nou in jocund ſtrains recite, 
Tue revels of the braggar'd Knight, 
Fat Knight! and ancient Piſtol he! 
To celebrate our jubilee, 


But fee, in crowds, the gay, the fair, 
To the ſplendid ſcene repair, 
A ſcene as fine, as fine can be, 
'To celebrate our jubilee, 


Yet Colin bring, and Roſalind, 
Each ſhepherd true, and damſel kind, 
For well with ours, their ſports agree, 
To crown the feſtive jubilee, 


SONG XXV. 


Chorus for the PAGEANT at Stratford, 
By Mr. E-. 


ENCE, ye prophane! and only they. 
Our pageant grace, our pomp ſurvey, 

Whom love of ſacred genius brings; 
Let pride, let flattery decree, 4 
Honours to deck the memory 
Of warriors, ſenators, and kings 
Not leſs in glory, and deſert, 
The poet here receives his part, 
Attribute from the feeling heart. 


SONG 


1 


SONG XxXVI. 
A CATCH. By Mr. B 


YM, Piſtol, and Bardolph, with merry old 
. 
One „ made ſport for their pupil Prince 
N „ Harty; | | 
When Falſtaff cry'd out for a bumper of ſack, 
| To Quickly, his hofteſs, and bid her not tarry ; 
Ah! ah! cry'd the Prince, honeſt boy is it ſo! 
The wheels of your wit muſt be oil'd as they go. 


SONG xxvn. 
The COUNTRY GIRL 
A Comic SerENATA, 
By Mr. G- 


RE ILTAT IVO. 
RITHEE tell me, couſin Sue, 
Why they make ſo much to do, 
Why all this noiſe and clatter ? 
Why all this hurry, all this buſtle, 
Law how they croud, and bawl and juftle, 
I cannot gueſs the matter, 


For whom muſt all this puther be? 
The Emperor of Germanee, 
Or Great Mogul is coming ; : 
Such eating, drinking, dancing, ſinging, 
F _{} Such cannon firing, bells a ringing, 
Such trumpeting and drumming ! | 
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A IN. 
All this for a poet -O no 
Who liv'd lord knows how long ago? 
How can you jeer one, 
How can you Heer one, 
A poet, a poet, O no, 
Tis not ſo, 
Who liv'd lord knows how long ago: 
It muſt be ſome great man, 
A prince, or a ſtate- man, 
It can't be a poet O no; 
Your poet is poor, 
And nobody ſure, 
Regards a poor poet I trow : 
The rich ones we prize, 
Send *em up to the ſkies. 
But not a poor poet—O no— 
Who liv'd lord knows how long ago. 


RECITATIV 0. 


Yet now I call to mind, 
Our larned doctor boaſted, 

One Shikſpur did of all mankind, 
Receive from heav'n the moſt-headJ—m—n 


That he could wonders do, 
And did 'em o'er and o'er, 

Raiſe ſprites, and lay 'em too, 
The like ne'er ſeen before, 


A conjurer was he! 
Who with a pen in hond, 
Had earth, and air, and ſea, 
And all things at commaund, 
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Oer each heart he was ruler, 
Made 'em warmer or cooler, 


Could make 'em to laugh or to cry; 
What we lock'd in our breaſts, 
Tho! as cloſe as in cheſts, 
Was not hid from the Conjurer's eye; 
Tho”. fins I have none 75 
l am glad he is gone, 
No maid could live near ſuch a mon, 


If he ſaw ye, he knew ye, 
Would look thro” and thro? ye, 
Thro' ſkin, and your fleſh, and your cloaths, 
H 4d you vanity, pride, 
Fifty follies beſide, 
He would ſee 'em, as plain as your noſe ; 
Tho? ſins I have none 
J am glad he is gone, { 
No maid would live near ſuch a mon, 


Let us ſing i it, and dance it, 


Rejoice it, and prance it, 
That no man has now ſuch an art; 
What would come of us all, 
Both the great ones and ſmall, 
Should he live to peep now in each heart, 
'Tho? ſins I have none, 
Jam glad he is gone, 8 
No maid could live near ſuch a mon. 


( 
SONG XXVIII. 
SWEET * WILLYO. By Mr. G —: 


HE pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O, 
The firſt of all ſwains, 
He gladden'd the plains, 
None ever was |.ke ts iwzer Willy O. 


He ſung it fo rarely did ſweet Willy O, 


le melted each maid, 
So ſkiilful he play'd, 
No ſhepherd e'er pip'd like the ſweet Willy 0. 


All Nature obey'd him, this ſweet Willy O, 
Wherever he came, 
Wphate'er had a name, 

Whenever he ſung follow'd ſweet Willy o. 


| He wou'd be a + ſoldier this ſweet Willy O, 


When arm'd in the field, 
With ſword and with ſhield, 


The laurel was won by the ſweet Willy O. . 
He charm'd 'em when living, the ſweet Willy O, 


And when Willy dy 'd; 
"Twas Nature that ſigh'd, | 
To part with her all in her haves Witty O. 


SONG XXIX. 
The Dramatic Race. A Caren. 
By a Lever ef the Turf, 


0 LEAR, clear the courſe — make room — 
A 


make room I ſay | 


Now they are of, and Johnſon makes the play. 
 * Shakeſpeare, + Writer of Tragedy. 
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F At Shakeſpear's tomb to hold a Jubilee, 


„ 


PI! bett the odds — done fir, with you and you ; 

Shakeſpeare keeps near him — and he! I win it 
too: 

Here's even money — 8 8 for a hundred, 
done — 

Now Johnſon ! now, or never — he has won. 

III take my oath, that Shakeſpeare: won the 
prize — 

Damme ! whoever ſays he loſt it, lies. 


s ON G XXX. 
A Gz. By Dr. M 


FYOME, nymphs and fawne, Hh er ye be, 
( To this your Father's Jubilee, 
With a tivy, tivy, tivy-tivie, ti. 
Come elves, and fairies, in a row, 
And if you ever ſung, ſing now, 
- With a row-dow, row tidow, dow, 
Ev? n Caliban, tho? void of art, 
WH growling baſe, ſhall bear a part, 
With a Ban, ny Cacaliban. | 


SONG XXX1. | 
QUEEN MAB.: A CaxrarA. 
The Words by Mr. B | 
The Muſic by Mr. Dibain. 


RECITATIVE. 


N OT long ago, tis ſaid, a proclamation, 
Was ſent abroad chrough all the Fairy 
nation ; 
Mab to her loving ſubje&ts — A decree, 
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ACCOMPANIED. 


| | The pigmy race was ſeen, 
| | Attended by their queen, 


The qacen appear'd from far, 
Mounted in a nut ſhell carr; 
Six painted jady. birds the cart iage diew 3 ; 
| And now the calvacade, 
In order due array'd, 
March'd firſt, 
Were erſt, 
The ſacred Mulb'ry grew, 
And there their homage paid: 
Next they ſought the holy ground, 
_ And while 


round ; 


Did from the alabaſter height proc;aim, 
The poets titles and his ſtile. 


A 1 . 


The night was come, and now on Avon's fide 


| | On chaſers ſome, and ſome on crickets ride, 


A thouſand eu norm torches glimmer'd 


Thus Good Feile the herald of his fame, 


Shakeſpeare, hea aven's moſt favor'd creature, 


Trueſt copier of Nature, 

Firſt of the Parnaſſian train ; 
C hiefeſt fav'rite of the mules, 
Wich ſoe'er the pont chooſes, 

Bleſt alike in ev'ry ſtrain. 
Life's great cenſor, and inſpector, 
Fancy s treaſurer, Wit's director, 

Artleſs to the ſhame of art; 
Maſter of the various paſſions, 
Leader of all inclinations, 

| Sov*reign of the human heart. 


R Ev 
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Nei ATI VE. 
Then did the queen an acorn take. 
Fill'd with morn and ev'ning dew, 
Bruſh'd from ev'ry fragrant brake, 
That round the lawns of Stratford 
grew. e 


9 AC COMPANIEũ D. 
3 And thus ſaid ſhe, libation do l make, 

To our friend and father's ſhade : 

'Twas Shakeſpeare that the Fairies made; 
And men ſhall give us honour for his ſake, 


A N. 
O happy bard, whole potent ſkill, 
Can give exiſtence where it will. 
Let giant wifdom ſtrive to chaſe, 
d From man's belief the Fairy race; 
I Religion ſtern our pow'r reject, 
Philoſophy our tales neglect, 
Oaly truſting what 'tis ſeeing; 
Combat us howe'er they liſt, 
Ia thy ſcenes wo ſhall exiſt, 


Sure as if Nature gave us being. 


SON G XXXII. 
„ 


on dedicating a Building, and erectiu, a Sinlute 
4% Shakeſpeare, at Stratford upon Avon. 


Written and jpoken by D. Garrick, Ei. 
4 The Mufic comprſed by Dr. Arne, 

4 98 what bleſt genius of the iſle, 
Eb. Shall Gratitude her tribute pay, 
= CR Decree, 
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Do not your ſympathetic hearts accord, 


4:38 9 
| Decree the feſtive day, 
Erect the ſtatue, and devote the pile? 


To own the boſom lord?“ 
Tis he! 'tis he- that demi- god! 


I 7 I n 2 
4 n "9 2% heat - . 
e 8 


And gave him abſolute command 


Who Avon's flow'ry margin trod, 

While ſportive fancy round him flew, 'Y 

Where nature led him by the hand, q 
Inſtructed him in all ſhe Knew, 3 


* + cc 


Tis he. tis de 
% The god of our idolatry !” 
To him the ſong, the edifice we raiſe, 
Ile merits all our wonder, all our praiſe ! 
Yet ere impatient joy break forth, 
In ſounds that lift the ſoul from earth: 
And to our ſpell-bound minds impart 
Some faint idea of his magic art; 
Let awful ſilence {till the air! 
From the dark cloud, the hidden light 
Burſts tenfold bright! 
Prepare! prepare! prepare! 
Now ſwell at once the choral ſong, 
Roll the full tide of harmony along ; 
Let Rapture ſweep the trembling ſtrings, 
And fame expanding all her wings, 
With all her trumpet-tongues proclaim, 
The lov'd, rever'd, immortal name! 
Shakeſpeare! Shakeſpeare! Shakeſpeare! 
Let th'inchanting ſound, 
From Avon's ſhores rebound ; 
Thro' the air, 
| Let it bear, i 
The precious freight the envious nations round. 


Cno- 


5 
n on uU . 
Swell the choral ſong, 
Roll the tide of hatmony along, 
Let rapture ſweep the ſtrings, 
Fame expand her wings, 
With her trumpet-tongues proclaim, 
The lov'd, rever'd, immortal name! 


Shakeſpeare ! Shakeſpeare Shakeſpeare P 


AIR TI. 
<« Sweeteſt Bard that ever ſung, 
Nature's glory, Fancy's child ; 
Never ſure did witching tongue, 


Warble forth ſuch wood-notes wild! 


Come each Muſe, and ſiſter Grace, 

Loves and pleaſures hither come; 
Well you know this happy place, 
” Avon's banks were once your home. 
2 Bring the laurel, bring the flow'rs, 
Songs of triumph to him raiſe z 

He united all your pow'rs, 

All uniting, fing his praiſe !“ 


Tho? Philip. s fam'd unconquer'd fon, 
1 Had ev'ry blood-ſtain'd laurel won; 
1 He ſigh'd that his creative word, 
C (Like that which rules the ſkies, ) 
| Could not bid other nations riſe, 
To glut his yet unſated ſword : 


But when our Shakeſpeare' s matchleſs pen, 
Like Alexander's ſword, had done with men; 
He heaved no figh, ke made no moan, 
Net limited to human kind, 
1 He fir'd his wonder-teeming mind, 
nd, | Rai:*d other worlds and beings of his own! 


SY” a AIR 


1 
„ 
When Nature, imiling, hail'd his birth, 
ro him unbounded pow'r was given; 
The whirlwind's wing to ſweep the ſky, 
„% The frenzy- rowling eye, 
To glance from heav'n and earth, 
From earth to heav'n!“ 


O from his muſe of fire 
Could but one ſpark be caught. 
Then might theſe humble ſtrains aſpire, 
To tell the wonders he has wrought. | 
To tell how fitting on his magic throne, 
Unaided and alone, 
In dreadful ſtate, 1 
The ſubject paſſions round him wait: 
Who tho? unchain'd, and raging there, 
He checks, inflames, or turns their mad career; 
With that ſuperior {k11], * 
Which winds the fiery ſteed at will, 9 
He gives the awful word 4 
| And they, all foaming, trembling, own him for 
their Lord. 
Wirth theſe his ſlaves he can controu], 
Or charm tie ſoul ; 
So realiz'd are ali his golden dreams, 
Of terror, pity, love, and grief, 

Tho? conſcious that the viſion only ſeems, 
The woe ſtruck mind finds no relief: 
Ingratitude would drop the tear, 

Cold-blooded age take fire. 

To ſee the thankleſs children of old Lear, i 
Spurn at their king and ſite! 

With his our reaſon too grows wild, 

| What Nature had disjoin'd, 
The Poet's pow'r combin'd, 


Madncis and Age, iagratitndte and child. 
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629) 
Ve guilty, lawleſs tribe, 
Eſcap'd from puniſhment by art or bilde, 
At Shakeſpeare's bar appear! 
No bribing, ſhuffling there 
His genius like a ruſhing flood, 
Cannot be withſtood, 
Out burſts the penetential tear! 
The look appal'd the crimes reveals, 
The marble hearted monſter feels, 
What hand 3 is ſtain'd with blood. 


8 E Mi-CHORUDVS; 
When law 1s weak, and juſtice fails, 
The Poet holds the {word and ſcales, 


n DE | 
„Though crimes from death and torture flv, 


ks The ſwifter muſe, 
Their flight purſues, 
4 Guilty mortals more than die! 
ox | They live indeed, but live to feel 


The ſcourge and wheel, 
„ On the torture of the mind they lie; 
Should harrafs'd nature fink to reſt, 
The Poet wakes the ſcorpion in the breaſt, 
Guilty mortals more than die!“ 


When our Magician more inſpir'd, 
By charms, and ſpells, and 1 incantations fir'd, 
Exerts his moſt tremendous pow'r, 
The thunder prowl, the heaven's low'r, 
And to his darken'd throne repair, 
The Demons of the deep, and Spirits of the air; 


But ſoon theſe horrors paſs away, 
Thro' ſtorms and night breaks forth the day: 


* | D3 1 5 lle 


e 
He ſmiles, — they vaniſh into air! 
The buſkin'd warriors diſappear ! - 
Mute the trumpets mute the drums, 
The ſcene is changed — Thalia comes, 
Leading the nymph Euphroſyne, 
Goddeſs of Joy and Liberty! 
She and her ſiſters, hand in hand, 
| Link'd to a num'rous frolick band, 
With roſes and with myrtle crown'd, 
O'er the green velvet lightly bound, 
Circling the monarch of th' inchanted land! 


AL IV. 
« Wild, frantic with pleaſure, 
They trip it in meaſure, 


To bring him their treaſure, | 
The treaſure of joy. 


How gay 1s the meaſure, 

How ſweet is the pleaſure, 

How great 1s the treaſure, 
'The treaſure of joy. 


Like roſes freſh blowing, 
Their dimpled cheeks plowing, 
His mind is o'erflowing ; 

A treaſure of joy.” 


His rapture perceiving, 
They ſmile while they're giving, 
He ſmiles at receiving, 

A treaſure of joy.“ 


With kindling cheeks, and ſparkling eyes, 
Surrounded thus, the bard in tranſport dies; 
The little loves, like bees, 
Cluft*ring and climbing up his knees, 
His brows with roſes bind ; While 


„ 
While Fancy, Wit, and Humour ſpread 
Their wings, and hover round his head, 
Impregnating his mind. 
Which teeming ſoon, as ſoon brought forth, 
Not a tiny ſpurious birth, 
Bat out a mountain came, 
A mountain of delight! 
"Laughter roar'd out to ſee the ſight, 
And Falſtaff was his name ! 
With ſword and ſhield he, puffing, firides 3 
The joyous revel-rout 
Receive him with a ſhout, 
And modeſt Nature holds her ſides : 
No fingle pow'r the deed had done, 
But great and ſmall. | 
Wit, Fancy, Humour, Whim, and Jeſt, 
The huge, miſhapen heap impreſs'd ; 
And lo—Sir John! | 
A compound of em all, 
A comic world in one. 


AIR V. 
6A world where all pleaſures abound, 
So fruitful the earth, 


So quick to bring forth, 
And the world too is wicked and round, 


As the well-teeming earth, 
With rivers and ſhow'rs, 
Will ſmiling bring forth 
Her fruits and her flow'rs ; 
So Falſtaff will never decline; 
Still fruitfel and gay, 
He moiſtens his clay, 
And his rain and his rivers are wines 
Of 
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Of the world he has all, but its care; 
No load, but of fleſh, will he bear; | 
He laughs off his pack, 
Takes a cup of old ſack, 
And away with all ſorrow and care.“ 


Like the rich rainbow's various dyes, 
| Whoſe circle ſweeps o'er earth and ſkies, 
T be heav'n-born muſe appears; 
Now in the brighteſt colours gay, 
Now quench'd in ſhow'rs, ſhe fades away, 
Now blends her ſmiles and tears. 


Sweet ſwan of Avon! ever may thy ſtream 
Of tuneful numbers he the darling theme; 
Not Thames himſelf, who in his filver courſe 
Triumphant rolls along, | 
Britannia's riches, and her force, 
Shall more harmonious flow in ſong. 


O had thoſe bards, who charm the liſt'ning ſhore 
Of Cam and Iſis, tun'd their claſſic lays, 
And. from their full and precious ſtore, 
Vouchſaf'd to fairy-haunted Avon praiſe ! 
(Like that kind bounteous hand “, 
Which lately gave the raviſh'd eyes 
Of Stratford ſwains 
A rich command, 
Of widen'd river, lengthen'd plains 
And opening ſkies) 


* , 
—__ Mend — al. 


* 


I 


* The D— of D-—, wii the concurrence of 
Mr. B , moſt generouſly ordered* a great 
number ef trees to be cut down, to open the river 


Avon for the Jubilee. 


Nor 


E 
Nor Creek, nor Roman ſtreams would flow 
along 
More ſweetly clear, or more ſublimely ſtrong, 
Nor thus a ſhepherd's feeble notes reveal, 


At once the weak eſt numbers, and the warmeſt | 
zeal. 


AIR VI. 


Thou ſoft-flowing Avon, by thy ſilver from, 

Of things more than mortal, ſweet Shakeſpeare 
would dream ; 

The fairies by moon-light dance round his green 
bed, 


For hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd bis head: 


The love-ſtricken maiden, the ſoft-ſighing ſwain, 
ere rove without danger, and figh without 
pain; 
The ſweet bud of beauty no blight ſhall here 
dread, 


For hallow'd the turff is which pillow'd his head. 


Here youth ſhall be fam?d for cheir love and their 


truth, 
And chearful old age feel the ſpirit of youth ; 
For the raptures of Fancy here poets ſhall tread, 
For hallow'd the turff 1s that pillow'd his head. 


Flow on, ſilver Avon, in ſong ever flow, 
Be the ſwans on thy boſom ſtill whiter than ſnow, 
Ever full be thy ſtream, like his fame may it 
ſpread, 
And the turff ever hallow'd which pillow'd his 
Bead. 


Tho' 
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Tho' bards with envy-aching eyes, 
Behold a tow'ring eagle riſe, 

And would his flight retard; 
Vet each to Shakeſpeare's genius hows, 
Each weaves a garland for his brows, 

To crown the heav*n-diſtinguiſh'd bard. 
Nature had form'd him on her nobleſt plan, 
And to the genius join'd the feeling man. 


What tho? with more than mortal art, 
Like Neptune he directs the ſtorm, 
Lets looſe like winds the paſſions of the heart, 
To wreck the human form ; 


Tho? from his mind ruſh forth, the Demons to 


„„ 5 
His heart ne er knew but love, and gentleneſs, 
AIR VII. 


4% More gentle than the ſovthern gale, 
Which ſoftly fans the bloſſom'd vale, 
And gathers on its balmy wing 

The fragrant treaſures of the ſpring, 
Breathing delight on all it meets, 

4 And giving, as it feals, the ſweets,” 


Look down, bleſt ſpirits, from above, 
With all thy wonted gentleneſs and love: 
And as the wonders of thy pen, 
By heav'n inſpir'd, 
To virtue fir'd, | | 
The charm'd, aſtoniſh'd ſons of men! 
With no reproach, ev'n now, thou view'ſt 
thy work, | 
To nature ſacred as to truth, 
Where 


= 


Where no alluring miſchiefs lurk, 
To taint the mind of youth, 
Still to thy native ſpot thy ſmiles extend, 
And as thou gav'ſt it fame, that fame defend 
And may no facrilegious hand 
Near Avon's banks be found, 
To dare to parce] out the land, 
And limit Shakeſpeare's hallow'd ground +, 
For ages free, ſtill be it unconfin'd, 
As broad, and general as thy boundleſs mind. 


Can Britiſh gratitude delay, 
To him, the glory of this iſle, 
To give the feſtive day 
The ſon, the ſtatue and devoted pile? 
To him the firſt of poets, beſt of men? 
We ner ſhall look upon his like again!“ 


DB UE. 
Shall the hero laurels gain, 
For ravag'd fields, and thouſands ſlain ? 
And ſhail his brows no laurels bind, 
Who charms to virtue human kind ? 


CHORUS 

We will his brows with laurel bind, 

Who charms to virtue human kind ; 
Raiſe the pile, the ſtatue raiſe, 
Sing immortal Shakeſpeare's praiſe !} 

The ſong will ceaſe, the ſtone decay, 

But his name, 
And undiminiſh'd fame, 
Shall never, never paſs away. 


+ This alludes 40 4 deen of iaclhfnę a large 
common field, at Stratford, To os 
SONG 


1 
„ 8 N nn 
b From SHAKESPEARE's CYMBELINE, 
By Mr. WILLIAM COLLINS. | 


O fair Fidele's graſſy tomb 
Soft maids and village hinds ſhall bring 
Each op*ning ſweet, of earlieſt bloom, 
And rifle all the breathing ſpring. 


No wailing ghoſt ſhaſl dare appear 
To vex with ſhrieks this quiet grove : 
But ſhepherd lads aſſemble here, 


And melting virgins own their love. 


No wither'd witch ſhall here be ſeen, 

No goblins lead their nightly crew ; 
The female fays ſhall haunt the green, 
And dreſs thy grave with pearly dew ! 


The red-breaſt oft at ev'ning hours 

Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

With hoary mois, and gather'd flow'rs, 5 
Jo deck the ground where thou art laid. 


When howling winds, and beating rain, 
In tempeſts ſhake the ſylvan cell; 

Or 'midſt the chace on ev'ry plain, 

The tender thought on thee ſhall dwell, 


Each lonely ſcene ſhall thee reſtore, 
For thee the tear be duly ſhed: 
Belov'd, till life could charm no more: 


And mourn'd, *till pity's ſelf be dead. _ 
SONG 
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SONG XXXIV. 
To SyYLvia, By David Garrick, Z/;; 


JF truth can fix thy wav'ring heart, 
1 Let Damon urge his claim, 
He feels the paſſion void of art, 
The pure, the conſtant flame. 


Tho? fighing ſwains their torments tell, 

Their ſeniual love contemn; 

They only prize the beauteous ſhel!, 
But flight the inward gem. 


Poſſeſſion cures the wounded heart, 

Deſtroys the tranſient fire; 

But when the mind receives the dart, 
Enjoyment whets deſire. 


By age your beauty will decay, 
Your mind Improves with years ; 

As when the bloſſoms fade away, 
The rip'nipg fruit appears. 


May heav'n and Sylvia grant my ſuit, 
And bleſs the future hour, 
That Damon, who can taſte the fruit, 
May gather ev'ry flower. 
SONG XXXV. 


The YELLOw-Hair'd LADDIE. 


| plain, | 5 
And ſummer approaching ref oiceth the ſain, 
> 


N April, when primroſes paint the ſweet 


3 Þ Þ 
The yellow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go 


To wild and deep glens, where the hawthorn— 
trees grow. 


There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 

With freedom he ſung his loves evening and 
morn ; 

He ſang with ſo ſoft and enchanting a ſound, 

That ſylvans zad fairies, unſeen, danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, tho? young Maya be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a proud, ſcornful air; 
But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing, 
And her breath like the breezes perfum'd in the 
ſpring. 


| 4 That Maddie, in all. the gay bloom of her youth, 

Like the moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke 
truth; 

Rut Suſie was faithful, g0od-humour'd, and free, 

And fair as the „ that ſprung from the ſea. 


The mamma's ſine daughter, with all her great 
dow r, 

Was aukwardly airy, and frequently wur 

Then fighing, he wiſh'd, would parents agree, 

The witty, ſweet Suſie his miſtreſs might be. 


SONG XXXVI, 

Set by Dr. AxNE. I The Way to keep him. 
| The Words by David Garrick, E/q; 

1 7 fair married dames, Who ſo often de- 


Fi! plore, 
9} That a ws once bleſs'd 3 is a lover no more; 
þ Attend 


6: 39.:) 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to bs zaugh', 
That prudence mult cherith what beauty hs 
f caught. 


The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of 
- your eye, 

Your roles and lillies may make the men ſigh ; 

But roſes and lillies, and fighs paſs away, 

And paſſion will die as your beauties decay. 


— ly 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rite | 
guittar : | 
Tho' muſic in both, they are both apt to jar; 
How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, | 
Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too 
much! 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 
Grow tame by ”_ kindneſs, and come at com- 

mand: | 
Exert with your huſband the ſame happy ſkill; } 
For hearts, like your birds, may be tamd to | 
your will. 


Be gay and good-humour'd, complying and kind, 

Turn the chief of your care from your face to 
your mind; 

Tis there that a wiſe may her conqueſts improve, 

And Hymen hall rivet the fetters of love. 


SONG XXXVII. 


Set by Dr. Boyce. Sung by Mr. Champneſs, ix 
Harlequin's Invaſion. | 
'OME, chear up, my lads, 'tis to glory we 
| {teer, | 
To add ſomething new to this wonderful year ; 
| E 2 10 
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To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves 3 
For who are ſo free as we ſons of the waves ! 


CHORUS. 5 


Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are 


our men; 
We always are ready, 
Steady, boys, ſteady ; 


We'll £ght, and we'll conquer, again and again. 


We ne'er fee our ſoes, but we wiſh them to ſtay ; 

They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away ; 

If they run, why we follow, and run them a- 
ſhore ; 


For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


Heart of oak, "We: 


5 They ſwear they'll invade vs, theſe terrible foes, 


They'll frighten our women, our children, and 
beaus; 
But ſhould their flat-bottoms in ahnt get o er, 
Still Britons they'll find to receive them aſhore. 
Heart of oak, Oc. 


We'l! ſtill make hh run, and we'll fill make 
them ſweat, 


Is ſpite of the devil and Brufcls Gazette; 


Then chear up, my lads, with one voice let us 
fine, 

Our ſ diet, our ailors, our ſtateſmen and king. 
Heart of oak, c. 


SONG 
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What man but would Nature obey, 


E 
S ON G xxx VII. 


In HaRLEQUIN's INVASION. 


O arms! ye brave mortals, to arms! 
The road to renown lies before ye! 
The name of king Shakeſpeare has charms 
To rouſe ye to actions of glory! 
Away! ye brave mortals, away! 
»Tis Nature calls on ye to ſave her; 


And fight for her ns Rags tor ever ? 


S 0 N 8 XXXIX. 
II HARkLEqQuin's INVASOR. 


LD women we are, 
And as wile in the chair, 
As fit for the quorum as men; 
We can ſcold on the bench, 
Or examine a wench, 
And like them can be wrong now and then; 
C HORN US. 
For look the world thro', 
And you'll find one in ten, 
Old women can do 
As much as old men. 


Me can hear a ſad caſe, 

With a no- meaning face, 

And, though ſhallo v, yet ſeem to be deep: 7 
Leave all to the clerk, 
For when maticrs grow dark, 

Their Worſhips had better go ſleep. 

F or look the world thro, &c. 

E 3 When 


4 
When our wiſdom is taſk'd, 
And hard queſtions are alk d, 
We'll anſwer them beſt with a ſnore ; 7 
We can mump a tid bit, 
And can joke without wit, 


And what can their Worſhips do more 2 
For look the world thro', c. 


SONG XL. 


In Harlequin” s Invaſion. 


HRICE happy the nation that — ; 


bas charm'd! 
More happy the boſom his genius has warm'd! 
Ye children of Nature, of Faſhion, and Whir 
He painted ye all, all join praiſes to him ! 
| CHORUS. 
Come away! come away! 
His genius calls you muſt obey! 


From higheſt to loweſt, from old unto young, 1 
All ſlates and conditions by him have been 15g j 
All paſſions and humaurs were rais'd by his pen; 1 
He could ſoar with the eagle, and ſing with they 
wren. | 


Come , Ec. 


To praiſe him, ye Fairies, and Genii repair ? ? 
He knew where you haunted, in earth or in air; 
No phantom ſo ſubtle could glide from his vien 


The wings of his fancy were ſwifter than you. 1 
Come away, Sc. 


? £ all? 


In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 
The happieſt of folks are the guiltleſs and free 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught; 


For, knowing no falſhood, we need no diſguiſe. 


Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head: 


They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the 


6 43) 
SONG XII. 


Sung by Mrs. Cibber, in the Winter's Tale. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 


FNOME, come, my good ſhepherds, our flock 
we mult ſhear ; 


And who are ſo guiltleſs, ſo happy, as we? 


We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught : 
What we think in our hearts you may read 1 
our eyes, 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led; 
But we all the children of nature are bred :* 
By her hands alone we are painted and dreſt, 
For the roſes will bloom, when there's peace ir 

the breaſt, 


The giant Ambition, we never can dread ; 

Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open our door; 
poor. 

When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal; 


Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we 
feel; 


So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray. 


SONG 
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SONG XLI. 
The Words by Mr. Garrick. 


E medley of mortals who make up this 
throng, 


Spare your wit for a moment, and liſt to my ſong. 


What you would not expect here, my wit ſhall 

be new, [true. 

And what is more ſtrange, 'ev'ry word ſhall be 
Sing tantara-rara, truth all, truth all. 


Not a toy in the ſhop you'll buy cheaper than 
mine {coin ; 

Send your laſſes to me, and you'll ſpare all your 

'The ladies alone will pay dear for their ſkill, 


. For if they will hear me, their tongues maſt lie 


{t11]. 
Sing tantara-rara, mute all, &c. 


Tho? revels are ſcorn'd by the grave and the wiſe, 


Yet they practiſe all day what they ſeem to de- 


ſpiſe. 
Examine mankind from the great to the ſmall, 
Each mortal's diſzuis'd, and the world is a ball. 
Sing tantara rara, maſks all, &c. 


The parſon, brim- full of October and grace, 
With a long taper pipe, and a round ruddy face, 
Will rail at our doings ; but when it is dark, 


The parſon's gilt ui d, nd led home vy he 


clerk. 


The fierce roaring: blade, with long ſword and 
% och hats. {that ; 
With blood he'll do this, and zounds he'll do 


When 
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When he comes to the trial, he fails in his part, 
And ſhows that his looks are but malks to his 
. heart. 


The beau acts the rake, and will talk of amours, 

Shows letters from wives, and appointments from. 
whores ;- 

But a creature ſo modeſt avoids. all diſgrace ;. 

For how would he bluſh, ſhould he come face to 
face! 


The courtier and patriot, mongſt other fine 

things, [kings; 

Will talk of their country, and love to their 

But the maſk will drop off, if you ſhake but the 
pelf, 

And ſhew king and country all center'd in ſelf. 


With an outſide of virtue, Miſs Squeamiſh the 
prude, [are rude : 

If you. touch her, ſhe faints ; ; 'f you ſpeak, you 
Thus ſhe's prim, and ſhe's coy, tho' virtue ſhe as 
= Hons, [John. 
And perhaps ſhe's. careſs'd by the coachman or 


With a grave maſk of wiſdom, ſay phyſic and law, 
In your caſe there's no fear, in your cauſe there's 

no flaw; 
Till death or the judge have decreed, they look 
wig. 


ig, 
And you find you have truſted a full bottom'd. 


Thus life 16 no more than a round of deceit, | 
Zach neighbour will. find that his next is a 
cheat ;. 


But 
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- Whom follies miſguide, and infirmities vex ; 
| Whole lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt; 
| Who riſe without joy, and lie down without reſi 


And young ones the+rover they cannot regain ; ; 


And Chloe again be with rapture enjoy'd : 


i ö 8 
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The wife at one draught may forget all : 


( 46 ) 
But if, © ye e mortals, theſe tricles ye purſye, 
You fift cheat youtielves, and the devil cheats 
you. 
Sing tantara rara, that's all, 


20 N G xIIII. 
Sung in LET EE. 


E. mortals, whom fancies and troubles per, | 


plex, 


1. fs 


Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the 8 and forget all you 
ente. | 


Old maids ſhall forget what they wiſh'd for in 


vain, 


The rake ſhall forget how laſt night he way 
cloy'd, 


Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and eare; 
And drink an oblivion, &c. 1 


wants, 


Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants z | 4 


The troubled in mind ſhall go chearful away, 
And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day Mf 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all you 
care, 


Drink deep, &c. 8 ON 15 
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earl SONG XIV. 
Sang in Lethe, by Mrs. CL1VE., 
| See by Dr. Arne. 


HE card invites, in crouds we fly, 

4 To join the jovial rout full cry ; 

F hat joy—from cares and plagues all day, 
Fo hie to the midnight hark away? | 
For want, nor pain, nor griefs, nor care, 


| For droniſh þuſbands enter there; 
reſt he briſk, the bold, the young, the gay, 


I hie to the midnight hark away. 


Incounted ſtrikes the morning clock, 
Ind drowſy watchmen idly knock; 

ill daylight peeps, we ſport and play, 
Ind roar to the jolly hark away. | 
WV hen tir'd with ſport, to bed we creep, 
Ind kill the tedious day with ſleep, 
Jo-morrow's welcome call obey, 

And again to the midnight hark away, 


SONG XLV. 
In The Way to keep him. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


XE fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charm 
ay. F To captivate the will; 
da) iM hoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, 
" hoſe frowns at once can kill; 
you Say, 


» N if 0 


98 
| N 

= $9 
LR 
>> 

$ \ 


ants ; 


4 8 
1 


. — A 


=P 


aw. 
_ 


A 


"24 - — 
3 c 
— Ines .. rr " 8 * 
!! „ ˙ ]¼ eg APE DER 1. — 2het 8 
0 : ; OE TP AT . 
== * 


bo Oo PER acts ads 


ä 
» 


For 


(48 ) 


Say, will you deign the verſe to hear, 


Where flatt'ry bears no part ; 
An honeſt verſe, that flows ſincere 
And candid from the heart? 


Great is your pow'r; but, greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage, | 


If, as ye all can make a net, 


Ye all could make a cage: 


Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take; 


For who's to beauty blind? 


But to what end a pris'ner make, 


Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind? 
Attend the counſel often told, 
Too often told in vain; 

Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 

And lock the lover's chain. 
Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 

Who loſe again as faſt; 

Tho' beauty may the charm begin, 

Tis ſweetneſs makes it laſt. 


SONG XLVI. 


The Wards by Mr, GARRICK, 


Set by Mr. Howard. 


f NCE more Tl! tune the vocal ſhell, 


To hills and dales my paſſion tell, , 
A flame which time can never quell, 
But burns for thee, my Peggy : 
You 3 bards, the lyre ſhould hit; 
ay, what ſubje& is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling wit, 
And bloom of lovely Peggy ? 


The 


The 
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The ſun firſt riſing in the morn, 
That paints the dew-befſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn, 
As does my lovely Peggy : 
And when in Thetis? lap to reſt, 


He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weſt, 


He's not ſo beauteous as, undreſt, 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the vilet blows, 

Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, 

It does not halt the ſweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy: 

1 ftole a kiſs the other day, 

And (truſt me) nought but truth I ſay, 

be fragrance of the blooming May 
Was not fo {ſweet as Peggy. 


Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 

With her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 

And pipe upon the oaten reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely Peggy : 

With her a cottage would delight ; 


F All's happy when ſhe's in my ſight ; 
But when ſhe's gone, 'tis endleſs night, 


All's dark without my Peggy. 


I While bees from flow'r to flower ſtill rove, 
And linnets warble thro? the grove, 
& Or ſtately ſwans the water love, 


So long ſhall I love Peggy : 


And when death, with his pointed dart, 
YShall ſtrike the blow that rives my heart, 


IMy words ſhall be, when I depart, 


4 
: 
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Adieu my lovely Peggy! 


J. SONG 
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SONG XLVII. 
The Words and Mufic by Dr. Arne, 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 


YMPHS and ſhepherds, come away, 
Wanton in the ſweets of May; 
Trip it o'er the flow' ry lawns, 

Wanton as the bounding fawns: 
Frolic, buxom, blythe, and gay, 
Nymphs and ſhepherds, come away. 


SONG XLVIII. 
Sung by Miſs Pope, in The Muſical Lady. 


OVE's a ſweet and ſoft muſician, 
Who derives his ſkill from thee : 
Plays on ev'ry diſpoſition, 

Strikes the ſoul on ev'ry key, 


Deep deſpair now thrums adagio. 
Lively hope now ſounds coragis ; 
'O! the raviſhing tranſition ! 
Tweedle-dum, and tweedle-dee. 


SONG XLXIX. 
Sung in The Cuſtom of the Manor. 


T7 HEN 0m is in bud, and blue vi'lets y 
0" ow, | 
And the birds ſing us love-ſongs from every 

ous | ; 
When cowſlips, and daifies, and daffodils ſpread, 
Adorning, perfuming the flowery mead, 


Our 


19 
ö 
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Our cleanly milk-pail 

Is f1Pd with brown ale; 
Our table, our table's the graſs : 

There ve fit and we ſing, 

And we dance in a ring, 
And every lad hat his laſs; 
There we fit and we ſing, and we dance in a 
rin 


And every lad, every lad has his laſs, 


When without the plough, the fat oxen do low, 
The lads and the laſſes a ſheep- ſhearing go; 


Our ſhepherd ſhears his jolly, jolly fleece, 


How much richer than that which they ſay was 
in Greece! 
Tis our cloth, and our food, 
And our politic blood; 
„Tis the ſeat which our nobles all fit © on: 
*Tis a mine above ground, 
Where our treaſure's all found, 
*Tis the gold and the filver of Britain: 
*Tis a mine above ground, where our treaſure's 
all found, 
*Tis the gold and the ſilver of Britain. 


SONG. 1. 
Sung by Mrs. Scott, in Tamerlane. 
0 thee, O 11455 Sleep, alone 


ls owing all our peace; 
By thee our joys are heighten'd own, 
By a our ſorrows ceate, | 


F.2 : The 
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„ nymph whoſe hand by fraud or force 


By thee obtaining a divorce, 


Oh ſtay, Arpaſia bids thee ſtay, | 


* Than that of the hounds in full cry. 
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Some tyrant has poſſeſs'd, 


In her own choice is bleſe'd. 


The ſadly weeping fair 
Conjures thee not to loſe in day, 
The object of her care. 


To graſp whoſe pleaſing form ſhe ſought, 
That motion chas'd her ſleep ; 


Thus by ourſelves are ofteneſt wrought 
The griefs for which we weep. 


epdeocpipdpopojpotecopceck octodecotects 
The favourite Sings in TOM JONES, 
A Comic OPERA. 


By Mr, Jostrn REED. 
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S Oo NG II. 
By Mr. Mattocks. Ser by Mr. Arnold, 


Ns ſport to the chace can compare, 
So manly the pleaſures it yields; 

How ſweet, how refreſhing that air 

Tnhal'd in the woods and the fields! 


As we ruſh in purſuit, new ſcenes fti!l appear, 
New landſeapes encounter the eye: 
Not Handel's ſweet muſic more pleaſes the ear, 


New 


hr, 7 be yd , 5, y 


The oft' ner, the harder, the more we enjoy, 


$3. 1 

New ſtrength from the chace we derive z- 
Its exerciſ* purges the blood: 

How happy that mortal muſt live, 2 
Whofe ſport yields both phy ſic and food! 


So new and ſo vary'd its charms, they ne'er cloy 
Like thoſe of the bottle and face; 


T he more we're in love with the chace. 


$0 NG . 
By Mrs. Pinto. Ser by Mr. Holcombe. 


HEN tyrant love, that foe to reſt, 
Deſpotic rules a yirgin's breaſt, 
The needle ſhe employs in vain 
To baniſh thought, to baniſh pain: 
For while beneath her fingers grows 
In mimic bloom the fiiken roſe, 
The fair, by real anguiſh torn, 
Feels in her heart the growing thorn; 


SONG LM. 
Ey Mr. Mattocks, Set by Mr, Arnold, 


T court, where true breeding abounds, 
They never let promiſes bind 'em: 
In country, in cities, in towns, _ 
"Tis likewiſ the mode not to mind 'em. 

To promiſes never give truſt, 

Of truth they are ſeldom the teken : 
The old proverb ſays a pye-cruſt, 

And a promiſe were made to be broken, 


F 3 | | SONG 


„ 
SONG II. 
By Mrs. Pinto, Set by Mr, Arnold. 
HAT paſſion, which harrows the foul, 


By reaſon we ſtrive to remove; 
But reaſon's too weak to controul 
A paſſion, ſo pow'rful as love. 
Then why this vain war with defire ? 
Reſiſtance but doubles the ſmar: : 
The more I oppoſe the fierce fire, 
It rages the more in my heart. 


SO N G LV. 
Sung by Mr. Shuter. 


OME, leave off theſe tricks, or 
I'll lend you a flick, fir; 
I gueſs, you young dog, what you drive at. 
For ſhame! keep aloof, ſir; 

While under my roof, fir, 
Pray none of your wenches in private, 


You'll give the world handle 
My man ſion to ſcandal ; 
Remember, few damſels are barren : - 
'Then bear up elſewhere, fir, 
The game, and forbear, fir, 
To poack any more in my Warren. 


3 . SONG 
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SONG LVL 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks. 


WAINS, tell me no more of the tranſports 
Uvme 
You reap with the women, excluſive of wine, 
Wine heightens our pleaſures, each Joy will im- 
prove, 


Adds ſmartneſs to converſe, and fuel to love. 


Nor tell me, ye topers, that wine ever made 

You perfectly happy without woman's aid. 

This maxim e if true bliſs you would 
have, 

Of both be a lover, to neither a ſlave. 


SON G EVIL 
Sung by Mr. Shuter. 


ND ſhould a young bantling appear, 
Dame Scandal at me will let fly ; 


Kach neighbour will ſnigger and fleer, 


* ] gueſs who'as a hand in the pye.” 


The jokers a fine game will go, 


And hourly have me on the hip, 
With „Squire, an old coachman you know 
Loves always the ſmack of the whip.” 


SONG LVIII. 


Sung by Mr. Barnſhaw. 


HAT gold is an idol all people adore, 
Their practice evinces moſt clearly; 
E'en patriots themſelves often graſp at this ore, 
Their country ſcarce loving fo dearly. 5 
| b 


( 56 ) 


Let the prelate 'gainſt riches employ tongue and 


pen, 
Be bis eloquence ever fo charming, 


Only think of his lordſhip's full coffers, and 


then 


You'll ſneer at both preacher and ſermon. 


SONG LIX. 
By Mr. SHUTER. 


HE women attempted, ſome 
ago, 


few years. 


Their lovers to charm with a ſmall head; 
But now in their noddles as bumpy they ſhow, 


As if the whole carcaſe was all head, 


This faſhion the ſex of admirers will rob, 
Their conqueſts they certainly puſh ill, 
In ſtriving to charm with a boifter'd-out nob, 


As large as a Wincheſter buſhel. 


SONG LX. 
By Mrs. PIN TO. 


Eareſt aunt, attend my prayer! 
Let your indignation ceaſe: 

The{ ſtern looks my bolom tear; 

Have ſome pity on a niece ! 
From this hard, this cruel ſtroke, 

Your lov'd darling kindly fave! 
The ſad ſentence, O revoke ! 

Or you doom me to the grave. 
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SONG IXI. 
By Mrs. PIN To. 


HIRST of wealth too oft bewitches 
The deluded parent's heart; 
But can worldly pomp or riches 
Real happineſs impart ? 
Love's the ſweeteſt, deareſt pleaſure 
To the human heart convey'd : 
Thoſe, who give up love for treaſure, 


Quit the ſubſtance for the ſhade. 
SONG LIXI. 
By Mrs. MaTTOCKs. 


AD I quite clear in land a year 
Full twenty thouſand pound, 
And did ſurpaſs the faireſt laſs 
That ever trod the ground ; 
Tho' dukes and lords, with ſtars nd ſwords, 
Should court while courting's good, 
For him alone I'd flight each don : 
I wiſh I may die but I would! 


He is in truth a well-made youth, 
And of the ſweeteſt mein : 

Whoe'er his wife, ſhe'll lead a life 
As happy as a queen. 

No courtly dame need think it ſhame 
To wed, if he ſhould woo : 

No ſwain I know could charm me ſo, 
I wiſh I may die if he do! 


SONG 


9 
SONG ILXIII. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks. Set by Dr. Arne. 


HAT pity that nature has caſt 
Between us this diſtance in life, 

When nearneſs in temper and taſte 
Hath form'd us for huſaand and wife ! 
Should Hymen my paſſion befriend, 
How ſweet were each conjugal kiſs! 
Such raptures our loves would attend, 
That angels might envy my bliſs. 


SONG IXIV. 
Sung by Mr. Du- Bellamy. 
The Muſic by Dr. Arne. 


TIL. luxury came into play, 
And ſweil'd the expences of life, 

Even dowerleſs beauty could ſway 

Each youth in the choice of a wife. 

But now ſuch a chargeable train 

Of wants has the conjugal ſtate, 

That women ſhould only be ta'en 

Like money not current—by weight. 


SONG EXV. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, Set by Mr, Arnold. 


UTY 15s nature's ſtrongeſt law; 
| A tie, that all ſhould have in view; 
A debt of gratitude, love, awe, 
To every tender parent due. , 
| * 


axe * 2 2 
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(39) 
Dy heaven tis ſtamp'd upon oor frames; 
In poliſh'd minds it ſhines the moſt : 
The wretch that duty's bond diſclaims : 
Muſt be to every virtue loſt. 


/ 


SONG LXVI. 
Surg by 3 


ow 14055 a father am I! 
How bleſs'd the condition I'm in! 

My heart is ſo light, that for joy 
1 could almoſt jump out of my ſkin. 
Search England around and around, 
Search all nations under the ſky, 
And in 'em there will not be found 
A father ſo happy as I. 


SON G IXVII. 
DUE T. By Mr. Shuter and Mrs. Pinto. 
Set by Mr. Handel. 


Pin, Do not look ſo wild ! 
| Have pity on a child ! 
Such indignation my poor heart will break. 
Shu, Wretch ! I will not hear you; 
Hence! I cannot bear you; 
In ſuch cauſe how dare you 
Speak 7 


Pin, 
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Pix. Words of ſuch angry ſtrain 
Rend my ſad heart in twain 
Can a fond father's reſolve be to kill? 
Shut, I ſhall ſwear and bluſter, | 
I'm in ſuch a fluſter. 
Ceaſe this whining racket, 
Or, I tell you roundly, 
I ſhall thraſh your jacket 
Soundly 
For thwarting my will. 
Pin. Will nothing move you? 
Think how | love you, 
And with ſoft pity attend my fad moan. 
Shu. *Tis in vain to ſaivel, 
Pin, Hear me 
Sb. Fly a thouſand miles hence. 
Pin, O hear me! 
Shu. Diſobedient devil! 
Silence! = 
Go, go: get thee gone, 


SONG LXVII. 
Sang by Mr, Mattocks. Set by Dr. Ar ne. 


OUR beauteous looks inſpire my mind 
With paſſion of the pureſt kind: 
No ſelfiſh views my boſom ſway, 
But all is love without allay, 
Of ſuch a darling gem poſſeſs'd, 
My lot would be Le bleſt; 
Poſſeſſion would increaſe my joy, 
For charms like yours can never cloy. 
With every charm, with every grace 
Hath nature deck'd that form, and face; 
At your creation heaven deſign'd 
To ſhow a goddeſs to mankind, 
| SONG 
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SONG LXIX. 
Sung by Mr. Shuter. 


888 


J'LL humble my gentleman's pride, fir : 
I Hands off—ſet me go | intreat you, 

I long to be currying his hide. fir — | 
To mummy, you dog, 1 could beat you 
My fingers now itch to be at you, 

But cuz holes me faſter and faiter, 

Or ſoon I would teach you, odd rat you ! 

o meddle with meat for your maſter. 


2 4, of * 4 4 
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SONG LXX. 
Sung by Mr. Barnſhaw. Set by Mr. Arne. 


oF A CH noble of yore was {5 fond of his wife, 


That marriage was held the chief bleſſing 
in life: 


Fach lady ſo loving, ſo chearful, ſo gay. 

That all her delight Was to p! leaſe and obey. 
but modern fine ladies and lords ate above 
S vulgar a paſſion, as conjugal love: 

Such quarre!s and partings have happen'd of late, 
As if their chief paſſion were conjugal hate, 


SONG LXXI. 
Sung by Mrs, Pinto. Set by Mr. Galluppi. 


HF match, howe'er commodious, 


Muſt meet my utmoſt ſcorn : 
His paſſion would be odious, 


Were he to empire born, | 
G Sach 
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Such hate my ſoul poſſe ſſes, 
Each hardſhip I'd ſuſtain, 
E'er liſten to th'addreſſes 
Of ſuch deteited ſwain. 


5 SON G LXXII. 1 
18 | By Mrs, Green. Set by Dr. Arne. : 1 
| | i} Y coach !—]'ll begone ; and from his 
Il [7 IVI. very hour 3 : 
i188 Ends all my alliance with ſuch a rude boor. JE 
11 My ſex, my political knowledge deſpiie? 
„ Buy heaven! I could tear out the Hottentot's| 
i | An illeterate clown ! give his tongue ſuch aff 
| | | looſe! | 

1 For the future I never ſet foot in your houſe— - 
bl 1 Adieu, my dear child this is uſage ſo trying, 

ö | | In ſpite of my pride it will ſet me a crying. 

| 1 80G N un. 

| 

| 111 Sung by Mrs. Pinto. Set by Dr. Arne. 

it UC beauty, manlineſs, and air 

Il | | Bis form and face adorn, 
li i Not half ſo lovely, half ſo fair 
Wil Appears the bluſhing morn : 

18 His grace, his dignity, his caſe 
„ My fond affections itcle ; 


He was by fate deſign'd to pleaſe, 
And captivate the ſoul, 


SON 


( 63 ) 
S Oo NG LXXIV, 
Sung by Irs, Mattocks. Ser by Dr. Arne, 


: il O be tied to a fellow one hates were a curſe, 
A curſe I could never. ſurvive; 
Nay ſooner than take him for better, for worſe, 
Buy Jove!. I'd be buried ahve. 
hid Sbould pappy inſiſt on my wedding a man, 
Whoſe ſight would occaſion the hip; 
Ere into ſuch marriage he ſhould me trapan, 
By Jingo! I'd give him the lip. 


1tot's| 

ch 2 | 
SONG LXXV. 

ſe— | 

ng, Sang by Mrs. Baker. Set Mr. Bach, 


TT) LEST with thee, my ſoul's dear treaſure, 
Tf) Sweetly will each hour be paſs'd; 
Every day will bring new pleaſure, 
And be happier than the laſt, 
ith ſo lov'd a partner talking, 
4 Time will quickly glide away: 
With ſo-dear a huſband walking, 
Nature all her bloom diſplay. 
duch a darling ſwain poſſeſſing, 
All my ſorrows will be o'er : 
# hou art fortune's utmoſt bleſſing, 
Fortune cannot give"me more. 
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SONG LXXVI. 
By Mrs. Pinto. Ser by Mr. Baildon. 


O changeful man's deluſi ve arts 


Let maids beware how they give way; 


Nor yield too haſtily their hearts, 
Eeft each with me repenting ſay, 
“ Deſerted by my faithleſs ſwain, 
« Poor I, alas! muſt love in vain.” 


S O N G LXXVII. 


92 by Mr. Mattocks, Set by Dr. Boyce. 


E LL me, lovely charmer, why 
Yoa thus a fond adorer fly ? 
You ſurely cannot harbour ſtrife 


*Gainſt him, that loves you more than life! 


No longer, then no longer ſhun 

'The ſwain, by love and thee undone. 
Why thus a fond adorer fly ? | 

Lovely charmer, tell me why ? 


$ONG IXXVIII. 


Sung by Mrs, Baker. Set by My. Arne, 


FiO lure me from mammy the ſwain did 


1 em play, 


On every oecaſion, the ſtrongeſt perſuaſions; 


At length Jcorferted, and told the dear boy, 


That thro' the world with him 1'd wander with 
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Tho? prudes andold maids, by deſpair ever teiz'd, 

My conduQſhould;handle with malice and ſcandal, 

So vaſt an affection my boſom has ſeiz'd, * 

That thro” the world with him Pd wander well 
pleas'd. 


SONG LXXIX. 


Sung hy Mrs, Mattocks. Set by Mr. Abel. 


HERE can we run? Where can we fly, 
To hide us from your father's eye ? 

This place in troth won't hold us both—— 

Was ever ſuch a luckleſs elf? 

What ſhall we do ? —Here's room for you 

In, in-—-I'll ſcamper for't myſelf. 


SONG LXXX. 
Sung by Mr. Shuter. 


7 HEN good queen Elizabeth, hiſtory's 
| _ boaſt, 
From Spaniards and Frenchmen deſended our 
coaſt, | | 
The noblemen feaſted on bak'd, boil'd, and roaſt. 
O the roaſt beef of Ola England! 
And O the Engliſh coat beef! 


The ladies dehghted in good hearty chear, 
All kickſhaws, and ſlipſicps they left to Monfeur; 
Their breaftfaſt in common was beef and ſtiong 
beer, | 
O the ſtrong beer of Old England ! 
And O the Engliſh ſtrong beer! 


853 SONG 
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Ne LXXXE. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto. Set by Mr. Arnold. 


WE E T mercy is the lovelieſt flower, 
That Heaven e'er planted in the mind; 
J he queen of virtues, whoſe ſoft power 
Can even to godhead raiſe mankind. 


Let patriots, kings, and heroes boalt | 
A name, that will in hiſtory live; 
Yet he reſembles Heaven the moſt, 


Whoſe godlike boſom can forgive, 


SON © LXXXIL 
Sung by Mr. Morris. Set by Mr. Bates. 


OU dog, I could tear you in pieces! 
VI! give all ] have to my neices ; 
| I will, by t e Lord! 

One ſhilling excepted---to buy you a cord 
I'm fo vex'd at his choice, 1 could fight with a 

feather: 
* I'wou}d pleaſe me to ſee them both hanging 

together. 


SON G LXXXIII. 
Sung by Mr. Du-Bellamy. Set by Mr. Bach. 
13 Pm in nuptial union join'd 
With my enchanting fair, 


What raptures will poſſeſs my mind ! 
What tranſports ſhal! I ſhare! 


From 


8 


_ The favourite Songs in LOV E In A 


„ 


From ſuch a ſweet engaging wife 
New oys mult hourly ſpring, 

L would not change fo bleſt a life 
To be the greateit king. 
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VILLAGE. 


Cone OPER A. 


By Mr. BICO EKERSTAFyY r. 


SONG LXXXIV. 
Sung by Mrs, Pinto and Mrs. Mattos ks. 


OP E!] thou nurſe of young deſires, 
Fairy promiſer of joy; 
Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 
Temp'rate ſweet, that ne'er can cloy. 


Hope! thou earneſt of delight, 

Softer ſoother of the mind; 

Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
Sureſt friend the wretched find. 


Kind deceiver, flatter ſtill, 
Deal out pleaſures un poſſeſſ'd; 
With thy dreams my fanc» fill, 
And in wiſhes make me bleſt. 
SONG 


( 68. ) 


SONG LXXXAIV. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 


HENCE can you inherit 4 
So laviſh a ſpirit ? 7 

'Confin'd thus, and chain'd to a log ! 
Now fondl'd, now chid, | N 
Permitted, forbid; | 5 
Tis leading the life of a dog. 


For ſhame, you a lover! 

li More firmneſs diſcover ; 

FI Take courage, nor here longer mope; 
17 Reſiſt and be free, 

Rua riot like me, 


- > Ne e. 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 


Y heart's my own, my will is free, 
And ſo ſhall be my voice; 
No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 


Till firſt he's made my choice, 
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1 Let parents rule, cry nature's laws; 
118 And child:en ſtill obey ; 

And is there then no ſaving clauſ., 
Againſt tyrannic ſway. 


5 
SONG LXXXVI. 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, 


HEN once love's ſubtle poiſon gains, 
A paſſage to the female breaſt; 
Like lightning ruſhing through the veins, 
Each wiſh, and ev'ry thought's poſſeſt. 


To heal the pangs our minds endure, 

Reaſon in vain its {kill applies; 

Nought can afford the heart a cure, 
Rut je pleaſing to the eyes, 


$ONG LXXXVII. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks. 


! had I been by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage ſwain 
In fair Roſetta's fight to feed 
My ſheep upon the plain ! 
What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er muſt know ? 
Ye envious pow'rs! why have ye plac'd 
My fair one's lot ſo low? 


SONG LXXXVII. 
Saug by Mrs, Pinto. 
ENTLE youth, ah! tell me why 


Still you force me thus to fly; 
Ceaſe, 


CEE EY 


OS IST] 
Ceaſe, oh! ceale to perſevere, 
Speak not what I muſt not hear, 
To my heart its eaſe reſtore, 
Go and never ſee me more. 


SON 6G LXXXIX. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, 


.\ 1888 TILL in hopes to get the better 
{| Of my ſtubborn flame I try, 
Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny, 
wn Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, 
Wl [ff Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 
Sir 
| 


Boaſt my freedom, fly to meet her, 
And confeſs my ſelf a laue. 
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Sung by Mr. Morris.. 


HERE was a jolly miller once, 
Liv'd on the river Dee; 

He work'd, and ſung, from morn to night, 
No lark more blythe than he. 
| And this the burthen of his ſong, 
For ever us'd to be, 
I care for nobody, no not I. 
| If no one cares for me. 
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Lung by Mr, Morris. 


it | $ONG XCL, 
1 


E T gay ones and great 
Make the moſt of their fate, 
From 


. 

From pleaſure to pleaſure they run: 
Well, who cares a jor, 
I envy them not, 

While I have my dog and my gun. 
For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields I repair, + 

With ſpirits unclouded and light, 
The bliſſes I find, 
No ſtings leave bebind, 

But health and diverſion unite. 


SONG XCH: 
Sung by Mr. Morris. 


HE honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts are clear 
From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile, 
Need neither fortune's frowning fear, 
Nor court the harlot's ſmile, 


The greatneſs that would make us grave 
Is but an empty thing; 
What more than 1airth would mortals have? 


The chearful man's a king. 


8 O N G XCHL 
Sung by Mr. Dunſtal. 


E LL, well, fay no more, 
| Sure you told me before; 
I fee the full length of my tether ; 
Do you think I'm a fool, 
That I need go to ſchool ? 
1 can ſpell you and put you together. 
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A word to the wiſe, 
Will always ſufhce ; 
Addſniggards go talk to your parrot 3 ; 
I'm not ſuch an elt, 
Though I ſay it myſelf, 
But I know a ſhcep's head from a carrot. 


SON G XCIV. 
Sung by Mrs, Mattocks, 


COUPID, god of ſoft perſuaſion, 
( Take 10 helpleſs lover's part . 


Seize, Oh {eize, ſome kind occakon 
To reward a faithful heart, 


Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 

Who the body would enthral ; 
T'yrants of more cruel kind, 

Thoſe who would enſlave the mind. 


What js grandeur? foe to reſt : 


_ Childiſh mummery at beſt; 


Happy I am in humble Bate ; ; 
Catch, ye ſouls, tie glitt'ring bait. 


SONG XCV. 
Sung by Mrs. Baker. 


OW happy were my days, till now : 
I re'er did ſorrow feel, 


I roſe with joy to milk my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning wheel. 


af 
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My heart was lighter than a fly, 

Like any bird I ſung, 

Till he pretended love, and I 

2 Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue. | 
Oh the fool, the filly, filly fool, 
Who truſts what man may be; | 
I wiſh I was a maid again, 

And in my own country. ; 


SONG XCVI. - 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks. | . 


E women like weak Indians trade, 

; Whoſe judgment tinſel ſhew decovs ; ; 
Pupes to our folly we are made, | 
While artful man the gain enjoys: ; 
We give our treaſure to be paid, 

A paltry, poor return! in toys, 


- $ONG XCVI. : 
Sung by Mr. Dyer. 


T HIN K, my faireſt, how delay, 
Danger every moment brings; 
Time flies ſwift, and will away; 
Time that's ever on the wing : 
Doubting and ſuſpence at beſt, 
Lovers late repentance coſt, 
Let us, eager to be bleſt, 
Seize occaſion ere tis loſt. 


11 SONG 


But though ſhe vow'd all I did was in vain, 


E 94} 
s ON G XCVIL. 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks. 


; ELIEVE me, dear aunt, 
If you rave thus, and rant, 
You'll never a lover perſuade ; 
The men wall all fiy, 
And leave you to die, 
Ol, terrible chance! an old maid — 


How happy the laſs, 

Mult ſhe come to this paſs, 
Who antient virgliity ?:capes : 
were better on carth 

Have five brats at a birth 
Then in hell be a leader of apes, 


SONO ACEC; 
Sung by Mr. Shuter, 


HEN I follow'd a laſs that was frowardi' 

MIC NE = 
Oh! I ſtuck to her ſtuff, till I made her comply; 
Oh! I took her ſo lovingly round the waiſt, , | 
And I ſmack'd her lips, and I held her faſt ; 

When hugg'd and haul'd, 

She ſqueal'd and ſquall'd; 


Then hoity, toity, * 

Whiſking, friſking, _ 
Green was her grown upon the graſ ; 
Oh! ſuch were the joys of our dancing days. 

| .  $ONG 


Yet I pleas'd her fo well, that ſhe bore it again, | 
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8% N C. 
Sung ' by Mr. Dyer. 


E T rakes and libertines reſigu'd 
To ſenſual pleaſures range 

ere all the ſex's charms I find, 

And ne'er can cool or change, 


Let vain coquets and prudes conceal 
What moit their hearts deſite; 
1th. pride my paſſion I reveal, 
Oh! may it ne'er expire. 


The ſan ſhall ceaſe to ſpread its light, 
The ſtats their otbits leave; 
and fair cieation ſink in night, 
Wien I my dear deceive, 


SONG Cl. 
Tung by ry. Pinto. 


ow bleſs'd th e 5 3 boſom 
No head-ftrong. oaflian knows; 
er days in Joy ihe paſſes, 
Her nights: in calm repoſe. 
Fere'er her fancy leads her, 
No pair, no fear invades her ; 
: Bat pleaſure, 
| Witout ne ſure, 
Mom ev'ry object ficws, 


16 
$ONG cut. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, 


N 1 vain I ev'ry art eſſay, 
To pluck thꝰ envenom'd ſhaft away, 
That rankles in my heart ; 
Deep in the center fix'd, and bound, 
My efforts but enlarge the wound, 
And hercer make the ſmart. 


SONG Clll. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks. 


H! how ſhall I in language weak, 
My ardent paſſion tell; 

Or form my falt'ring tongue to ſpeak, 
That cruel word, farewel! 

Farewell—but know, tho? thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray : 

Go where I will, my conſtant heart 
Muſt with my charmer ſtay, 


SOQNG CIV. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, 


OUNG I am, and ſore afraick: 
Would you hurt a harmleſs maid d 
Lead an innocent aſtray? 

Temps me not, kind Sir, I pray. 

Men too often we believe; 

And, ſhould yov my faith deceive, 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 

Sure wy tender heart would break, 


n 
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NU . 
Sang 25 Mr. Morris. 


| ONS! neighbour, ne*er bluſh for A trifle 
. 10) ke chi? | 
What harm with a fair one to toy and to kiſs ? 
"The greateſt and graveſt—a truth with orimace-- 

Would do the fame things were they in the ſame 
: Ret: 


«1 0 


o age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free ; 
o ſovereign beauty mankind bends the knee : 
bat power, re ſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe: 
e all love a pretty girt—under the role. 
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s O. NG CVL 
Sung by | Mr. Morris, 


Y Dolly was the faireſt thing! 
| Her, breath diſclos'd the ſweets of ſprings 
And if for ſummer you would ſeek, —+ 
Was planted in her cye, her check:; : 
er ſwelling boſom, tempting ripe, . 
f fruitful autumn was the type: 
t, when my tender tale Ltold, 
J ound her heart was winter eld. 
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e by Mr. Dungall. 


*. Ag ever poor ſe!low fo. plagy' with a 

. vixcn 

awns! Madge don't provoke me; but mind 
What 1 ſay 3 


8 H 3 You” ve 


( 78 ) 
Yowve choſe a wrong parſon for playing your 
; tricks on, 4 es 
So pack up your alls, and be trudging away : 
You'd better be quiet, | 
: And not breed a riot; 9 
S' blood muſt I ſtand prating with you here all 
day: 
I've got other matters to mind ; 
May hap you may think me an aſs ; : 
But to the contrary you'll find, 
A fine piece of work, by the maſs * 


SONG CVIII. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 


E ASE, pay ſeducers, =m_ to take, 
nz) triumphs o'er the fair; 
Since clowns as well can act the rake, 

As thoſe in higher ſphere. 


Where then, to ſhun a ſhameful fate, 
Shall hapleſs beauty go? 
In ev'ry rank, in ev'ry ſtate, 
Poor woman finds a foe. 


SONG CIX 
Sang by Mrs. Baker. | 
8 INCE Hodge proves ungrateful, no fart 


| Pl ſeek, . 
But go up to town in the waggon next week ; 
A ſervice in London is no fuch diſgrace, 
And the regiſter office will get me a place : 


fart 
eck ; 


C 
Bet Bloſſom went there, and ſoon met with 2 
| friend; 
Folks ſay, in her ſilks ſhe's now ſtanding an end! 
Then why ſhould not I the ſame maxim purſue, 
And better my fortune, as other girls do? 


SONG CX. 
Sung by Irs. Pinto. 


N love ſhould there meet a fond pair, 
Untutor'd by fafhton or art; 


: Whoſe wiſhes are warm and ſincere, 


Whoſe words are th' exceſs of the he art: 
If ought of ſubſtantial delight, 
On this ſide the ſtars can be found, 


*Tis ſure when that couple unite, 


And Cupid by Hymen is crown'd. 


Sung by My. Morris. 


HE world is a well-furnifh'd ta ble, 
Where gueſts are promiſc'ouſſy ſet ; 


We all fare as well as we're able, 


And ſcramble for what we can get. 
My ſtmile holds to a tittle, 
Some gorge while ſome ſcarce have a taſte ; 


But if Pm content with a little, 


Enougk is as good as a feaſt, 


FORTY 
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80 NG CxII. 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 


10 = Is not wealth, it is not birth, 
1 Can value to the ſoul convey ; 
| Minds poſſeſs ſupericr worth, 

w 


Fi 14 Which chance nor gives, nor takes away. 
Wl ' Like the ſun true merit ſhews ; 
wn By nature warm, by nature bright; 

148116 With inbred flames, he nobly glows, 
THROW Nor needs the aid of botrow'd licht. 


SONG Cx. | 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 4 


kz traveller benighted, 
And led thro? wary ways, 


The lamp of day new lighted, 
With joy the dawn ſurveys. 


The riſing proſpects viewing, 
Each look is forward caſt; 
| He ſmiles, his courſe purſuing, 
Nor thinks o what: is paſt. 4 


8 ON G CXIV. 
Sung by Ar §. Mattocks. | 


| F ever a fond inclination 
A! Raten your boſom to rob you of reſt; 
| Refle& with a little compaſſion, 


On the ſoft pangs, which prevail'd in my 
breaſt, 


— — — CS — — — — 
A * 4 


On 


” — 
er . — EE 


— % 2 * by 
7. 2 ** 
* — * * 
— 


. 
— 2 


2 a — a — 
— — — 
— a ———— a K 


qr 
12 
5 


ern 


r 5 3 2 
4 ; % 3 5 


e 
Oh where, where would you fly me? 
Can you deny me, thus torn and diſtreſt # 
Think, when my lover is by me, 
Would I, how cou'd I, refuſe his requeR ? 
Kneeling before you, let me implore you 
Look on me ſighing, crying, dying; 
Ah! is there no language can move? 
If I have been too complying, 
Hard was the conflict twixt duty and love. 


s ON G cxv. 
Sung by Mr. Dunſtall. 
A plague of thoſe wenches, they make ſuch a 


pother, 
When once they have let*na man have his will; 


They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 


And cry, he's unkind in his carriage; 


What tho'f he ſpeaks them meer ſo fairly, 


Still they keep tezzing teazing on: 
You cannot perſuade 'em, 
Till promiſe you've made em; 
And after they' ve got it, 
They tell you odd rot it, 
Their character's blaſted, they're ruin'd, vadone; 
And then, to be fure, ſir, 
There is but one cure, ſir, 


And all their diſcourſe is of marriage. 


SONG CXVT, 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, 


"TOW much ſuperior beauty awes 
The coldeſt boſoms find ; 


But 


(Ci 
But with reſiſtleſs force it draws, 
To ſenſe and ſweetneſs join'd. 
The caſket, where, to outward ſhew, 
The workman's art is ſeen, 
Is doubly valo'd, when we know 
It holds a en ane 


8 0 N 0 CXVII. 


Sung C Mes. Pinto, 


W HEN we * A 156 languiſh, 


| And his truth{and honour prove, 
Ah ! how ſweet to heal his anguiſh, 


And repay him love for love. 


s ON G  CXVIIL 
dung by Mr. Morris. 


r ever I'm catch'd in thoſe regions of take. 
That ſeat of confuſion and noiſe, 
May I a&er know the lweers of a Number an- 
| broke, | 


Nor the pleaſure the country e enjoys. | 


Nay more, let them take me to puniſh my fin, 
Where, gaping, the Cockneys they fleece, 


Clap me up with their montters, cry, maſters 
walk in, 


And ſhew me for two-pence a- piece. 
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Sung by Mrs, Pinto. 


O, naughty man, I can't abide you ; 
Are then your vows ſo ſoon forgot? 
AF now I ſee, if I had t:y'd you, 
What would have been my hopeful lot. 


But here I charge you—make them happy! 5 
Bleſs the fond pair, and crewa their blils ; 
Come, be a dear good-natur'd pappy, 
And I'll reward you with a kils. 


SON G CXX. 
Sung by Mr. Morris. 


ENCE with cares, MG RENE and freun. 
1 
Welcome jollity and joy; 
Ev'ry grief in pleaſure. drowning, 
Mirth this happy night employ: 
Let's to friendſhip do our duty; 
Laugh and ſing ſome good old ſtrain, 


Drink e a health to love and beauty 


May they 1 in 1 . 
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The FAvouRITE SoNnGs in 
THOMAS any SALLY, 
A Comic OPER A. 


By Mr. BICKERSTAFFE, 
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SONG CXXI. 
Compoſed by Dr. AR N E. 
Sung by Mrs. Pix ro. 
AV time how happy once, and gay! 
| Oh ! blithe I was as blithe could be ; 


But now I'm ſad, ah, wel Fa- day 
For my true love is gone to ſea. 


The lads purſue, I ſtrive to ſhun, 
Though all their arts are loſt on me; 


For I can never love but one, 


And he, alas! is gone to ſea. 


They bid me to the wake, the fair, 
To dances on the neighb'ring Lee; 
But how can I in pleaſure ſhare, 
While my true love is out at ſea ? 


The flowers droop till light's return, 

The pidgeon mourns its abſent ſhe; 
So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, 

Till my true love comes back from ea. 


SONG 


ts 
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SONG CXXIL 
Sung by Mrs, Thompſon. 
HE May-day of life is for pleaſure, 
For ſinging, for dancing, and ſhow ; 


n why will you waſte ſuch a treaſure, 


n ſighing, and crying ——heigho ! 


's copy the bird in the meadows, 

zy her's tune your pipe when 'tis low; 
round, and coquet it as the does, 

And never fit crying —heigho! 


ough when in the arms of a lover, 
t ſometimes may happen, I know, 
at, ere all our toying is over, 

e cannot help crying—heigho ! 


age ev'ry one a new part takes, 
find to my ſorrow ' tis ſo; 

en old, you may cry till your heart breaks, 

But no one will mind you—heigho ! 


SONG CXXI. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 


ERE I as poor as wretch can be, 
As great as any monarch, he; 
on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, 

work my fingers to the bone. 


ant me, ye pow'rs ! J aſk not wealth; 
ant me but innocence and health. 

! what is grandeur link'd to vice? 

s Only virtue gives it price, 


I SONG 
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S O NG CXXIV. 
Sung by Mrs, Thompſon. 


WHEN I was a young one, what girl y 
like me? | | 

So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee; 

J tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where'er Þþ 

A fiddle was heard, to be ſure I was there. 


To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay; | 
*I was this, Sir—and that, Sir—but ſcarce ev! 
2 _ nay; | 

And Sundays, dreft out in my filks and my la 
I warrant 1 ftood by the beſt in the place. 


At twenty I got me a huſband—poor man! Ho! 
Well, reit him, we all are as good as we can; / 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws; Www; 
And jealous—tho' truly J gave him ſome cauſe, ] 

Sin 


He ſnubb'd me, and huff d me but let me alon 
Egad I've a tongue — and I paid him his ow: 
Ye wives, take the hint, and when ſpouſe 1s ut 
tow'rd, „„ | 
Stand firm to our charter and have the laſt wor; 


But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my wot 
I'm not what J was forty ſummers ago: 
This time's a ſore foe, there's no ſhunning ki 
0 dart; | | | 
However, I keep up a pretty good heart. 


Grown old, yet hate to be fitting mum-chance 
T till love a tune, tho? unable to dance; 
And books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, 

I teach that to others I once did mylelf. 
ED ba SONG 


$ O NG CXXV, 
Lung by My. Mattocks, 


1y HE echoing horn calls the (portimen a- 
broad, 

To horſe, my brave boys, and away; 

he morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 

Upbraids our too tedious delay, 

hat pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox! 

O'er hill and o'er valley he flies; 

hen follow, we'll ſoon overtake him: huzza ? 

The traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. 


rivmphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay, 
How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day ! 
With ſport, love; and wine , fickle fortune 7. ; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſoars : 
Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


S ON G CXXVI. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, 


J HEN late I wander'd o'er the plain, 
hi From nymph to nymph I ſtrove in vain, 
My wild deſires to rally; 
Put now they*re of themſelves come home, 
Aud, firange | no longer ſeek to roam; 
ce They center all in Sally. 


12 vet 


8000 


Vet ſhe, unk ind one, damps my joy, 


And cries, I court but to Oey : Per 

Can love with ruin tally ? oY: 

By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, 1 (wear, | 

I wou'd all deaths, all torments bear, An 
Rather than injure Sally, 1 


Come then, Oh come, thou ſweeter far 
Than jeſſamine and roſes are, 

Or hllies of the valley; ; | 
Oh follow love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arme, my dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally. 


SONG CXXVII. 
Zy Mr. Mattocks, and Mrs. Pinto, Fi 


JT Squire. 


NYOME, come, my dear girl, I muſt not be 
„ deny'd; 
Fine cloaths you ſhall flaſh in, and rant it 
away: ( 
Fill give you this purſe too; and, hark you, be- 
fide, [ day, 
We'll kiſs and we'll toy all the long ſammer's | 1 


Sally. 


of kiſſing and toying you ſoon would be tir'd, 
Oh ! ſhould hapleſs Sally conſent to be naught! 
Beſides, Sir, believe me, I fcorn to be hir'd ; 
The heart's not worth gaining which is to be 
bought. 


"Squire, 


4 


( 3g } 
Squire. 
Perhaps you're afraid of the world's buſy tongue: 


But know, above ſcandal you then mall be 


put; 
And laugh, as you roll in your chariot along, 
At draggle- tall Chaltit, walking atoot. 


Sally. 


: If only thro? fear of the world I was ſhy, 


My coyneſs and modeſty were but ill thown 
Its pardon 'twere eaſy with money to buy; 
But how, tell me how, I ſhall purchaſe my 
Own. oy 
"Squire. 
Leave morals to grey-beards, theſe lips were de- 
lign'd 
For better employment. 


Sally. 


Autre. 


Oh ye, child! Love bids you be rich, and be 


kind. 
Sally. 


But Virtue commands me be honeſt and poor. 


SONG CXXVILL 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 


F ROM ploughing the ocean, and Hy 
Monſieur, | 

In Old England we're landed once more; 
I-43 Your | 


I will not endura 


P 
L , 
1 
1 


„ 
Your hands, my brave ſhipmates, hal loo boye, 


what cheer ; ; 
For a ſailor that's juſt come on ſhore ? 


Thoſe hectoring blades Wongbt to ſcare us, no 
| doubt, 
And to cut us and ſlaſh us—morblieu ! 
But hold there, avaſt, they were plaguily out, F 
We have ſlic'd them and pepper'd chem too. 


Then courage, my hearts, your own conſequence 
know, 
Yon invaders ſhall ſoon do you right; 
The hon may rouſe, when he heats the cock 
crow, 


But ſhould never be put in a fright. 


You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars, 
Your damn'd party and idle conteſt; 

And let all your ſtrife be, like us honeſt tars, 

Who ſhall fight for his country the beſt, 


A ſea-faring ſpark, if the maids can affect, 
Bid the ſimpering gypſtes look to't; 

Sound bottoms they'll find us in ev'ry reſpect, 
And our pockets well laden to boot. 


The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe, 
Have more art to perſuade, and the like ; 

But wear thoſe fair colours, tor better for worſe, 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike. 


Now, long the King, may he proſperous reign, 
Of no power, no faction afraid; 

May Britain's proud flag ſtill exult o'er the main, 
At all __ of the compaſs diſplay'd, 


No 


Jes 


Ce | 


198) 


No quickſands endanger, no ſtorms overwhelm 3 
Steady, ſteady and ſafe may ſhe ſail ; 

No ignorant pilots e*er fit at the belm, | 
Or her anchor of liberty fail. 


8 ON G CXXIX. 
Sung by Mrs, Thompſon. 


LL you who would wiſh to ſucceed with 
a laſs, 
Learn how the affair's to be done; 
For if you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an aſs, 
You'll loſe her as ſure as à gun. 


With whining, and ſighing, and vows, and all 
that, 
As far as you pleaſe you may run ; 
She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give you a 
pat, 
But jilt you, as ſure as a gun. 


To worſhip, and call her bright goddeſs, is fine, 
But mark you the conſequence, mun ; 

The baggage will think herſelf really divine, 
And ſcorn you, as ſure as a gun. 


Then be with a maiden, bold, allo: and tout, 
And no opportunity ſhun ; 
She'll tell you ſhe hates you, and ſwear ſhe'll 
Cry out, 
But mum — ſhe's as {are as a gun. 


SONG 
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SON G CXXX. 


Sung ty Mrs. Pinto. 


Uſpicious ſpirits, guard my love, 
In time of danger near him bide: 
With out-ſpread wings around him move, 
And turn each random ball aſide, 
And you his foes, thougn hearts of ſteel, 
Oh ! may you then with me accord ; 
A ſymparhetic paſſion fee], 
Behold his face, aud drop the ſword. 
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e winds, your bluWring fory leave; 


Like airs that o'er the garden ſweep ; 
Breathe ſoft in ſighs, and gently heave 

The calm, ſmooth boſom of the deep. 
Ti)! Halcyon peace return'd, once more, 
From blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile harms, 
My ſailor views his native ſhore, _ 

And harbours ſafe in theſe fond arms. 


gone xxx 
By Mr. Mattocks and Mrs. Pinto. 


"> quire. 


WELL met, pretty maid z 
Nay, don't be afraid; 
I mean you no miſchief, I vow; 
Pil}a ! what is't you ail? 
| Come, give me your pail, 
And I'll! carty it up to your cow. 


cally. 


(93-7 
Sally, 
Pray let it alone, 
I've hands of my own, 
Nor need yours to help me—forbear ! 
How can you perſiſt? 
I won't, Sir, be kiſt, 
Nor teaz'd thus—go rifle elſewhere. 


*Squire, 


10 yon lonely grove, 
I ſaw an alcove, 
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All round the ſweet violet ſprings ; b 
And there was a thruſh, 1 
Hard by in a buſh, | 4 

*T would charm you to hear how he ſings. ] 

Sally. = 


But hark! pry'thee hark! 
Look yonder's a lark! 
It warbles and pleaſes me ſo, 
To hear the ſoft tale, 
O' th' ſweet nightingale, 
I would not be tempted to go. 


"Squire. 
Then here we'll ſit down ; 
Came, come, never frown! 
No longer my bliſs I'll retard; 
Kind Venus ſhall ſpread, 
Her veil over head, 


And the little rogue Cupid keep guard. 


SONG 
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SONG CXXXII. 


Sang ty Mr, Mattocks, Mr. Beard, ang 
| Mrs, Pinto, 


8 guire. 


AUCY raſcal, this intruſion 
You ſhall anſwer to your coſt 3 
Bully*d !—{candaliz'd—contufion ! 
All my ſchemes and wiſhes croſt. 


Thomas. 


Hark you, maſter, keep your diſtance; 
*Sblood, take notice what I ſay: 

"There's the channel, no reſiſtance, 
Tack about, and bear away. 


Sally, 


Would you wreſt our freedom from us? 
Now my heart has loſt its fear. 

Oh! my beft, my deareſt Thomas, 
Sure ſome angel brought you here. 


Squire. 
Since her paltry inclination | 
Stoops to ſuch a thing as you, 
Thus | make a recantation, 


VWreiched, fooliſh girl, adieu! 


] SONG CXXXIL, 
Sung by Mr. Beard, 


; TY Eho!d from many a hoſtile ſhore, 
| And all the dangers of the main, 
| When 
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When billows mount, and tempeſts roars! 
Your faithful Tom's return'd again: 

Returns, and with him brings a heart 

That ne'er from Sally ſhall depart. 


After long toils and troubles pat, 

How ſweet to tread our native foil, 
With conqueſt to return at laſt, 

And deck our ſweethearts with the ſpoil ! 
No one to beauty ſhould pretend, 
But ſuch as dare its rights defend. 


SONG CXXXIV. 
By Mr. Beard and Mrs, Pinto. 


T homas. 
ET fops pretend ia flames to melt, 


And talk of pangs they never felt; ; 
I ſpeak without diſguiſe or art, 


And with my had: beſtow my heart, 


Sally. 
Let ladies prudiſhly deny, 


Look cold, and give their thoughts the lye; 
I own the paſſion 3 in my breaſt, 


And long to make my lover bleſt. 


Thomas. 
For this the ſailor, on the maſt, 


Endures the cold and cutting blaſt ; 


All dripping wet, wears out the night, 
And braves the fury of the fight. 
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| Sally. 
f For this the virgin pines and ſighs, 
With throbbing hear: „ and ſtreaming eyes; 


T1:1 ſxeet rev. rife of joys ſhe proves, 
And claſps the faithful lad ſhe loves. 


Both. 


Ye Britiſh youths, be brave, you'll find, 
The Britiſh virgins will be kind; 

Protect their beauty from alarms, | 

And they'll repay you with its charms, 
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A Comic OPERA, 
By Mr. BICKERSTAFFE. 
The Muſic by Mr. Dibdin. 


SONG CXXXV. 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


HOUGHTS to counſel—let me : ſee— 
 Hum—to be, or not to be, 

A huſband is the queſtion. 

A cuckold, muſt thar follow ? | A 
Say what men will, +B 
Wedlock's a pill, | Ye 

Bitter to ſwallow, | ay 

And hard of digeſtion, 5 re 

but 
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at ſear makes the danger ſeem double. 
gay, Hymen, what miſchief can trouble 
My peace, ſhould I venture to try you ? 
1 My doors ſhall be lock'd, 


3 


: My windows be block'd ; 

No male in my houſe, 

Not ſo much as a mouſe ; 
Then, horns, horns, I defy you. 
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SON G CXXXVI. 
Sung by Mrs. Dorman. 


Know the world, Sir, tho? I ſay't: 
I I'm cautious and wile, 
And they who ſurprize 
My prudence nodding, 
Muſt ft up late. 
Never fear, Sir, 
Your ſafety's here, Sir; 
Ves, yes, | 
Flt anſwer for Miſs : 
Let me alone, | 
I warrant my care 
Shall weigh to a hair 
As much as your own, 


SONG CXXXVII 
By Miſs Radley. 


YAY, little, fooliſh, flutt'ring thing, 


Your airy fligbt: 

day here, and ſing 

Your miſtreſs to delight. 
IN 


D Whither, ah! whither would you wing 


( 98 3 

No, nd, o, | 
Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go: 

Where, you wanton, could you be 


Half ſo happy as with me? 


S8 ON. G CXXXVIII. 
By Mr. Banmiſter. 


Y ſome I am told, 
That I'm wrinkled and old, 
But I will not believe what they {cy ; 
J feel my blood mounting, 
Like ſtreams in a fountain, 


That merrily ſparkle and play. 


For love I have will, 
And ability ſtill; 

Od ſbobs, I can ſcarcely refrain! 
My diamond, my pearl—— 
Well, be a good girl, 

Until I come to you again. 


SONG CXXXIX. 


AS I a ſhepherd's maid, to keep 
On yonder plains a flock of Ne 1eCps 

Well pleas'd, I'd watch the live-long day, 
My ewes at feed, my lambs at play. 
Or would ſome bird, that pity brings, 
But for a moment lend its wings, 
My parents then might rave and ſcold, 
My guardian ſtrive my will to hold: 
'T heir words are harſh, his walls are high, 


But ſpite of all 1985 I'd fy. 
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Sang by Mr. Vernon. 
; Th 2 R,. V enus, with your dovee, 


Hither, all ye little loves; 
1 (9! ang me light, your wings diſplay R 
Mad bear a lover on his way, 


Ph, could I but, like Jove of old, 
Mransſorm myſelf to ſhow'ry gold; 

r in a ſwan my paſſion ſhroud, 

Pr wrap it in an orient cloud: 

What locks, what bars ſhould then impedey 
2 keep me from my charming maid! 


SONG CXLI. 
Sung by Mr, Dibdin. 


EAR heart, what a terrible life am ] led, 
A dog has a better that's ſhelter'd and fed; 
Night and day 'tis de ſame, 
My pain is der game; 
e with to de Lord me was dead. 


What e'ers to be done, 
Poor black muſt run ; 
Mungo here, Munzo dere, 
Mungo evey where; 
Above and below, 
Sirrah come, Sirrah go, 
4 Do fo, and do fo. 
Oh! oh! 
Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead, 
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SONG CNL. 
Suns by Mrs. Dorman. 


W II EN a woman's front is wrinkled, 
And her hairs are OTTER 

With grey, 

Lackaday | N 

How her lovers fall away | 


Like faſhions paſt, 
Aſide ſhe's caſt, | 
No one reſpect will pay 


Remember, 

Laſſes, remember, W. 

And while the ſun ſhines make hay; . 

You muſt not expect in December 1 5 
e he flowers you gather'd in May. &] 


SONG CXLI. 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


E F me, when my heart a ſinking : 
Hear de ſweet ie a chinking; 
When a ſtring ſpeak, 


uch mookc he make, = 8d 
Me ſoon am cur'd of tinking, £1 
| | Ns ive 
Wid de toot, toot, toot, To 


Of a merry flute, 

And cymbalo, 

And ty N. bals, 

To boot, 

We dance and we ſing, 

Jill we make a houſe ring, 

and, tied in Eis garters, old Maſſa may ſwing. 

SON. 


„5 
SONG -CXLIV. 


Sung by Miſs Radley. 
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H me, oh me, what ſhall we do! 
The fault is all along of you : 
u brought him in, why did you ſo ? 
was not by my deſire you know. 


, a” | l 
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e have but too much cauſe to fear, 

guardian, when he comes to hear 

Ve'eve had a man with us, will kill 

I., you, and all; indeed he will. 
ſo penitence will pard'n procure, 
e' kill us ev'ry foul I'm ſure. 


SONG CAL. 
Sung by Mr, Vernon. 


N vain you bid your captive live, 
While you the means of life deny, 
we me your {miles, your wiſhes give 
To him who mult without you die. 


ut from the ſun's enliv'ning beam, 
Bid flow'rs retain their cent and hue ; 
ſource dry'd up, bid flow the fiream, 
And me exiſt depriv'd of you. 


Wing. 
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Sung by Mr. Banniſter, 
Wherefore this terrible flury ! 
() My ipirits are all in a hurry ! 
And above and below, 
From my top to my toe, 
Are running about hurry ſcurry. 


My heart in my boſom a bumping, 
Goes thumping, 
And jumping, 
And thumping : 
Ist a ſpectre I ſee! 
Hence, vaniſh, ah me! 
My fenſes deceive me, 
Scon reaſon will leave me? 
What a wretch am I deſtin'd to be. 
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8 ON G CXLVIE 


OV E, in his chair, 
Of the ſky Lord-May'r, 
With his nods 
Men and Gods 
Keeps in awe; 
When he winks 
Heaven ſhrir ks, 
When he ſpeaks 
Hell ſqueaks; 
Earth's globe is but his taw, 
Cock of the ſchool 
He bears deſpotic rule, 
His word 
Tho? abſurd 
Muſt be law. 
Even fate, 
Tho? fo great, 
Muſt not prate ; 
His bald pate 
Jove would cuff, 
He's ſo bluff, 


(104 
For a ſtraw, 
Cou'd deities, 
Like mice in cheeſe, 
To flir muſt ceaſe, 
Or gnaw. 


9 O N G CXLVIII. 
Sung by Wag Oglivie. 
HINR not Jewd Jove 


Thus to wrong my chaſte love, 
Por ſpite of your rakehelly godnead, 
By day and by night, 

Juno will have her right, 

Nor be, of dues nuptial, defrauded, 
I'Il ferret the haunts, 

| Of your female gallants, 

In vain you in darkneſs incloſe them, 
Vour favourite jades, 

il plunge to the ſhades, 

[ Or into cows metamorphoſe them. 


SONG CXLXIX. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks. 


E by your friends ad ziſed, | 
[ 7: B Too harſh, too haſty dad! 
Maugre your bolts, and wiſe head, 
The world will think you mad. 


{| What worſe can Bacchus teach men, 
His roaring bucks, when drunk, 


And ſtagger to ſome punk, 
1 * 


= 


Than break the lamps, beat watchmen 


SONG 
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SONG CL. 
Sung by Mr. Baker. 


INCE you mean to hire for ſervice, 
Come with me, you jolly dog ; 
You can help to bring home harveſt, 
Tend che ſheep and feed the hog. 


With three crowns, your ſtanding wages 
You ſhall daintily be fed ; 

Bacon, beans, ſalt beef, cabbages, 
Butter-milk, and oaten bread, 


Come ſtrike hands, you'll live in clover, 
When we get you once at home, 

And when daily work is over 
We'll all dance to your ſtrum, ſtrum, 


SONG OL 


Sung by Mrs. Thompſon, 
IRLS are known 
To miſchief prone, 
If ever they be idle. 
Who would rear | 
Two daughters fair, 
_ Muſt hold a ſteady bridle : 
For here they ſkip. 
And there they trip, 
And this and that way ſidle. 


Giddy maids, 


Poor filly jades, _— 
a an 


es 


2 Al] after men are padding A | 
| 1 They flirt pell-mell, f 
1 Their train to ſwell, 7 
ll; To coxcomb, coxcomb adding ; 
84. To ev'ry fop | 
18 They're cock-a-hoop 

ix | And ſet their mothers madding. 


Sung by Mr, Mattocks. 


. 
Hrs bs wor eee * 


RAY, goody, pleaſe to moderate the ran- 
cour of your tongue: 
Why flaſh thoſe ſparks of fury from your eyes? 
Remember when the judgment's weak, the pre- 
judice is ſtrong 
A ſtranger why will you deſpiſe? 
Ply me 
Try me - 
Prove, ere you deny me: 
If you caſt me 
Off, you blait me 
Never more to riſe. 
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| SONG CLI. 
1 ; 
! „ Sung ty Mr. Shuter. 
bi 
2:2 HALL a paultry clown, not fit to wipe my 
" | ſhoes, 
2 Dare my amours to croſs ? 


By Shall a peaſant minx when juſtice Midas wooes, 
Her noſe up at him tols ? 


7 © 1 j "mg 


10% 
No, I'll kid nap then poſſeſs her. 
Il ſell her Pol a ſlave, get mundungus in ex- 
change; 
80 glut to the height of pleaſare 
My love and my revenge. 


No, I'll kidnap, &C. 


SONG CLIV. 
UPITER wenches and driök; 


He rules the roaſt in the ſky, 
Yet he's a fool if he thinks 
That he's as happy as J. 
Juno rates him c 
And grates him 
And leads his highneſs a weary life; 
] have my laſs, 
And my glaſe, 
And ſtrole a batchelor's merry's life. | 
Let him fluſter 
And bluſter, 
Vet cringe to his harridan's furbello; ; 
Fo my fair tulips, 
I olew lips, | 
And clink the cannikin here below. 


SONG CLV. 
Sung by Mr. Barnſhaw. 
ALL around the maypole.how they trot, 
| Hot 


Pot 
And good ale have got; 


Routing 


: 
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Routing 
Shouting 
At you flouting, 
Fleering, 
Jeering, 
| And what not. | 
There is old Sileno friſks like a mad 
Lad, | | 
—_— 
To ſee us ſad, 
Cap'ring, 
Vap'ring, | 
While Pol, ſcraping, 
Coaxes 
The doxies 
As he did the dad. 


SONG CLVI. 
Sung by Mr. Barnſhaw. 


OVURE I ſhall run with vexation diſtracted, 
To ſee my purpoſes thus counteracted! 

This way or that way, or which way ſoever, 
All things run contrary to my endeavour. 
Daughters projecting 

Their ruin and ſhame; 
Fathers negleQing 

The care of their fame; 
Nurſing in boſom a treacherous viper ; 
Here's a fine dance but tis he pays the piper, 


SONG 


4409 
SONG CLVII. 
Sung by Mrs. Baker. 


Es as tight a lad to ſee to, 
As e'er ſtept in leather ſhoe! 


And, what's better, he'll love me too, 


And to him P11 prove true blue, 


FTho' my filter caſts a hawk's eye 


[ defy what ſhe can do, 


Ie o'erlook'd the little doxy, 


I'm the girl he means to woos 


Hither I ſtole out to meet him, 
He'll no doubt, my ſteps purſue : 


| If the youth prove true, I'll fit him; 


If he's falſe I Il fit him too. 


SONG CLVIIL 
Lung by Mrs. Baker. 


F you can caper, as well as you modulate 
With the addition of that pretty face, 


Pan, who was held by our ſh:pherds a God o“ 


late, 
Will be kick'd out, and you ſet in his place. 


His beard fo frowſy, kis geſtures ſo awkward are, 


And his bagpipe has ſo drowſy a drone, 
That if they find you, 2s I did, no backwarder, 
You may Count on all the girls as your own. 


„ 
S. O NG CLXIX. 
Sung by Mrs. Baker, and Mrs. Mattocks. 


Bak, / Y minikin miſs, do you fancy that 
M Os” 
Can ever be caught by an infant's dol ? 
Mat. Can you miſs Maypole, ſuppoſe he will fa}! 
In love with the gianteſs of Guild-hall ? 


Bal. Pigmy elf, 

Mat. Coloſſus itſelf, 

Both, You will lie till you're mouldy upon the 
ſhelf. | 


Baß. You ſtump o' th' gutter, you hop o' my 
thumb, | 
A hufoand for you muſt from Lilliput come. 
Mat, You ſtalking ſteeple, you gawky ſtag, 
Jour huſband muſtcome from Brobdignag. 


Bat. | Sour grapes, 

Mat. Lead apes, 

Bath, I'll humble your vanity, miſtreſs Trapes, 

Bak, Miſs your aſſurance, 

Mat. And miis your high airs, 

Bak. Is paſt all indurance, 

Mat. Are at their laſt pray'rs. 

Bak. No ous of thoſe freedoms, miſs Nyſa, I 

C0. Ws . 

Mat. Miſs Daphne's conceit muſt be lower'd a 
peg. : 

Bak. | Poor ſpite ! 

Mat. Pride hurt ! 

Bak. ' | Liver white! 

Mat. 


Rare ſport ! 


Bak. 


19 
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Bab. Do, ſhew your teeth, ſpithire, do, but 


you can't hite, 


Mat. (This haughtineſs ſoon will be laid in 


the dirt. 
Poor ſpite, &c. 
Pride hurt, Ce. 


$ O N. CLX. 
Sung by Mr. Shuter, 


What pleaſure will abound 

O When my wife is laid in ground! 
Let earth cover her, 
We'll dance over her 

When my wife is laid in ground. 


Oh how happy ſhould I be, 
Would little Nyſa pig with me! 
How I'd mumble her, 
Touze and tumble her, 


Would little Nyſa pig with me. 


SONG CLXI. 
| Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, 


E'ER will J be left i' the lurch; 
Ceaſe your bribes and wheodiivg ; 3 
Till I'm made a bride i' the church 
I'll keep man from meddling, 
W hat are riches 
And ſoft ſpeeches ? 
Baits and fetches 


2 
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To bewitch us; 
When you've won us 
And undone us, 
Cloy'd you ſhun us, 
Frowning on 15, 


For our heedleſs piddling. 


SO NG CLXII. 
Sung by Mr. Shuter. 


F into your hen yard 
The treacherous reynard 
Steals ſlily, your poultry to ravage, 
With gun you attack him, 
With beagles you track him, 
All's fair to deſtroy the fell ſavage. 


$5 Pol, who comes picking 
Up my tender chicken, 
No means do I ſcuple to baniſh : 
Wich pow'r I'll o'erbear him, 
Wich fraud I'll enſnare him, 


By hook or by crook he ſhall vaniſh, 


SONG CLXIII. 
Sung by Mrs, Matiocks, 


IN thoſe greaſy old tatters 
His charms brighter ſhine; 
Then his gulttar he clatters 
With tinkling divine: 
But, my ifter, 
Ah! he kilg'd her, 


And 


. 1 
And me he paſs'd by; 
I'm jealous 
; Of the fellow's 
f Bad taſte and blind eye. 


SONG El. 


| Sung by Shuter, Mr. Dunſtall, and Mrs. 
| Thompſon. | 


Shu. AST E R Pol 
4 And his toll-de-roll-rol. 
| PI buffet away from the plain, fir, 
; Dunſt. And I'll aſſiſt 
0 Your worſhip's fiſt 
| With all my might and main, fir; 
3 Thom. And UII have a thump, | 
5 Though he's io plump, 
And makes ſuch a a woundy racket. 
Shu, I'M bluff. 
Dunſt. Il] rough, 
Thom, I'll buf, 
Shuts I'll cuff, 
Oun. And i'll warrant we pepper his jacket, 
%%%. For all his cheats, 
And wenching feats, 
He ſhall rue on his knees em, 
Or ſkip, by goles. 
As high as Paul's, 
Like ugly witch on beſom ; 
Arraign'd he ſhall be, 
Of treaſon to me ! 
Dun. And I with my davy will back it; 
Pl Iwcar, 


And . L 3 Shu, 


22K ————— ˖—r;r mm !.. 
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BY Shu. Il ſnare, 
Thom. VI tear. 
Omn. O rare! 
And V1 warrant we pepper his jacket. 


"S. O N:G © CEXV. 
Sung by Ar. Baker, and Mr. Barnſhaw. 
Bern, FF a rival thy character draw, 


In perfection he'll find out a flaw ; 
With black be will paint, 


14 Make a de'1l of a faint, 

14 And change to an owl a maccaw. 

== Baß. Can a facher pretend to be wile 

= Who his friends good advice will deſpiſe! 
| | Who, when danger | is nigh, 

Throws his ſpectacles by. 


And bjinks thro” a gieen giri's eyes! 
Porn, You're an impucent pimp and a grub. 
Bat. You are fool'd by a beggarly icrub. 
Your betters you ſnub. 
Barn. Who will lend me a club, 
| This inſolent puppy to drub? - 
You're an impudent pimp and a grub. 
Pai, Yeowte cajoPd ty a beggerly ſcrub, 
Barn. Who will rot in a pow dering tub. 
Bak. Whou the prince of 1m poſtors | dub. 
Farn. A guinea for a club, 
Bak. Your bald pate you'll rub 
Barn. This muckworm to drub. 
Lat. When you find that your cub 
Barn, Rub off, firrah, rub ſirrah, rub, 
Bat, Is debauch'd by a whipt ſyliabub. 
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MMO CLAYS 
Sung by Mr. Shuter. 


; * HAT the devil's here to do, 
\/ 


Ye logger-heads, and gyphes ? 


l Sirrah yu 2 an 14 hail &Y You, 


Ard each of you tipfe y is, 
zut l' as fare pull down. your pride as 
A gun, or as I'm juſtice Midas. 


SONG CLXVII. 
Sung by Dr. Shuter. 


OW I'm ſeated, 
F!l be treated 
Like the Sophi on his throne, 
Ia my preſence, 
\councre] peaſants 
Shall not call their ſoul's their Own, 
ly beneit 1 18, 
He who belt it, 
Shall de fix'd muſician chief: 
Ne'er the loſer, 
hall thew noſe here, 
But be eee like a thief, 


S © N G CLXVIII. 
Sung by Mr. Dunſtall. 


A Pox of vour pother about this or that, 


Your mrieking or iqueaking, a ſharp or a 
flat; 5 


I'm 
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I'm ſharp by my bumpers; you're flat. maſter 
- POL 3 
So here goes a ſet- to at toll-de-roll- Joll. 


When deset her pack of poor lovers would 
hamper, 

And after miſs Will o' the Whiſp the fools 
ſcamper, | | 

Ding dong, in ſing ſong, they the lady extol ; 

Pray what's all this fuis tor but—toll-de-rol!-lo]]. 


Mankind are a medley— 
race ; 

All tart in full cry to give dame Fortune chace; 

There's catch as catch can, hit or miſs luck 3 18 
all, 

And luck the beſt tune of life's toll-de-roll- loll, 


a chance medley 


P've done, pleaſe your worſhip, 'tis rather too 
long, 

I only meant life is but an old ſong; 

The world's but a tragedy, comedy, droll, 

Where all act the ſcene of tol]- loll- dere . 


8 © N G CLXIX, 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks. 
A, happy hours, how Qieeting 


Ye danc'd on down away 
When my ſoft vows repe ating 
At Daphne's feet 1 lay! 


But from ber charms when ſunder'd 
As Midas, trowns preſage, 

Each hour will ſeem an hundred, 
Each day appear an age. 


The 


T he favourite Songs in the ee, called, 
LOVE AND INNOCENCE. 


Performed et Mary-le Bone Gardens. 


——_— — 


SONG clxx. 


V HEN ſetting Phœbus leaves the bey, 
To ſome ſequeſter d ſhade I fly; 

There to the ſilent groves proclaim 

What, elſewhere, I'd bluſm to name. 


Kind Echo, ev'ry vale along, 


Gives back the burthen of my ſong ; 
And birds attune their woo-fraught lay, 
To ſuit the griefs of Florida. 


Here, free from ev'ry curious eye, 
My breaſt can heave the ſmother'd ſigh; 
Reliev'd from each intruder, here 

My eyes can drop th' impriſon'd tear. 


The ſtreams that fall, the wind that blows, 
Vill ne'er un fold my tender woes; 
And, ah! I find 'tis ſome relief, 


To give a looſe to boundleſs grief. 


SONG 
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SONG CEXAL. 


INCE now in man's deceitful breaſt 
No more fair honour ſtands confeſt; 
But 'tis become their hateful boaſt, 

Who moſt ſhall wrong, and ruin moſt: 
Ve fair—oh ! let not Cupid's dart 
Invade the unſuſpeCting heart; 

But arm yourſelves with virtuous pride, 
And ſoon his arrows turn alide, 


; 1 Heed not the flattring things they ſay, 
1 Who court you not, but to betray; 
| il And ſwear, that on each feature glows, 

| The lilly, and the bluſhing roſe: _ 
1 (Alas !) when pluck'd, —in virtue's eye, 


| The roſes fade, the lillies die; : 
And een the wretch that could betray, 
Now throws *em like a weed away. 


SONG CLXXII. 


. RE Love did firſt my thoughts employ, 

i; Returning day ſtill ſaw me bleſt ; 

Each happy hour came wing'd with joy, 
And night was crown'd with balmy reſt. 


But now (alas!) no longer gay, 

I riſe to hail the chearful light; 
I fit and ſigh the live-long day, 
And pads in tears the ſleepleſs night. 


— 
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Come, lovely Strephon, hither haſte, 
Sure thou haſt long perceiv'd my mind; 
J fear my words | vainly waſte, 
That thou art cruel and unkind, 
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Or, if ſome maid of happier fate, 
More favour'd | lives, more lov'd than I; 
Oh! free me from this anxious ſtate. 
Pronounce my fate, and let me die. 


SY No CLAAHEL 
WHEN, I was a young man, I long'd 


To know what the world was a doing, 
To London with others ] throng'd, 


Nor knew well what | was purſuing : 
But, good lack-a-day, what a din | 


I thro? the croud could ſcarcely buſtle— 
In every place I was in, 


To paſs the folks I had a tuſtle. 


But what I did moſtly admire, 
Was the buſy air of each creature; | 
Which ſeem'd ſv their thoughts to inſpire, 


Dull care was impreſt on each feature, — 
In higheſt and loweſt degree, 


Odzookers! in every ſtation, 
They all politicians would be, 
And govern and ſettle the nation. 


I found it a folly to roam, 
Such hurry and buſtle was teazing 3 
The joys IJ had taſted at home 


A thouſand times ſure was more pleaſing, 
So back to our hamlet I came, 

And enter'd in Hymen's {oft fetters 
With Dolly, my fond loving dame, 

And left care and firife to my betters. 
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The favourite Songs in CY MON. 
A DRMATic ROMANCE, 


The Mufic compoſed by Dr. ARNE 


SONG .CLXXIV. 
Sung by Mrs. Baddeley. 


V. HAT is knowledge, and beauty, and 


power, 

Or what is my magical art? 
Can [| for a day, for an hour, 

Have beauty to make the youth kind, 

Have pow'r o'er his mind, 

Or knowledge to warm his cold heart: 
O! noa weak boy all my magic diſarms, 
And I figh all the day with my pow'r and my 

charms, | 


SON G CLXXV. 


Sung by Mrs. Baddeley, 


ITHER, all my ſpirits, bend, 
With your magic powegs at.end, 


Chaſe 


n 
Chaſe the miſts that cloud his mind: 
i Muſick, melt the frozen boy, 
* Þ Raiſe his ſoul to love and joy: 
Dulneſs makes the heart unkind, 
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$ONG CLXXVI. 
| By My Rogers. 
| O ! why will you call me again, 


1 in vain, 'tis in vain; 
The pow'rs of a god 
Cannot quicken this clod, 
Alas !—It is labour in vain : 
O Venus ! wy mother, ſome new object give 
her ! 
This blunts all my arrows, and empties my 
quiver. | 


nd 


SONG CLXXVIL 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


Y OU gave me laſt week a young linnet, 
| Shut up in a fine golden cave; 
Vet how ſad the poor thing was within it. 
Oh how did it flutter and rage! 
Then he mop'd, and he pin'd, 
| That his wings were contin'd, ; 
Till T open'd the door of his den; | 
Then ſo merry was he, 
And becauſe he was free, | ? 
He came to his cage back again, ; 
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s ON G clxx vn. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


M liberty, liberty! dear happy liberty! 
Nothing's like thee ! 

So merry are we, 

My linnet and I. 
From priſon we're free, 

Away we will fly, 
To liberty, liberty, 

Nothing's like thee ! 


SONG CLXXIX. 
Sung by Mr. King. 


ARE flies from the lad that is merry, 
Who's heart is as found 
And cheeks are as round, 
As round, and as red as a cherry. 


SONG CLXXX. 
Sung by Mr. King, 


Laugh and ſing, 
Jam blithſom and free, 
The rogue's little ſting, 
It can never reach me : 
For with fal, la, la, la! 
And ha, ha, ha, ha! 
It can never reach me. 


N 

My ſkin is ſo tough, 
Or fo blinking 1s he, 
He can't pierce my buff, 
Or he miſles poor me. 

For with fal, la, la, la! 

And ha, ha, ha, ha! 

He miſlcs poor me. 


O, never be dull, 
By the ſad willow tree : 
Of mirth be brim fall, 
Andrun over like me, 
For with fal, la, la, la! 
And ha, ha, ha, ha! 
Run over me. 


_— 
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SONG CLXXXI. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


LL amaze! 
| Wonder, Praiſe, 
Here for ever could I gaze! 
Creep {till near it, 
Fett! fear it, 
1 can neither ſtay, nor go, 
Can't forſake it, 
Dare not wake it, 
Shall I touch it? — no, no, no 


Cymen, ſure thou art poſſeſt, 
Something's got into thy breaſt, 
Strangely feeling, 
Gently ſtealing, 
Ss © * 


And 
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And my heart is panting ſo, 
Pm ſad and merry, ſick and well, 
W hat it is I cannot tell, | 
Makes me thus —heigho ! heigho, 


SONG CLXXXII. 
Sung by Mijs Radley. 


ET a while, ſweet ſleep, deceive me, 
Fold me in thy downy arms, 

Let rot care awake to grieve me, 

Lull it with thy potent charms. 


I, a turtle, doom'd to ſtray, 
ultting voung the parent' 8 neſt, 

Find each bird, a bird of prey, 

Sorrow known nct where to reſt, 


SONG CLXXXIII. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 
7 HAT exquiſite pleaſure ! 


This ſweet treaſure, 
From me they ſhall never, ſever ; 
In thee, in thee, 
My charmer I fee ; 
PI figh, and careſs thee, 
III kiſs thee, and preſs thee, 
Thus, thus, to we, boſom for ever, and ever. 
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SON G LXXXIV. 


Sung by Mrs. Baddeley. 


ENCE every hope, and every fear! 
1 Awake, awake, my power and pride, 
Jealouſy, ſtern jealouſy appear! 

ith vengeance at her tide ! 


d ſcorns my charms, my power ſhall prove. 
venge ſucceeds to ſlighted love! 
zyenge !—-But oh, my fighing heart 


With rebel love takes part; 
Now pants again with all her fears, 


And drowns her rage in tears. 


? 


SONG CLAXXV. 
Sung by Miſs Radley. 
HESE flowers, like our hearts, are anited 


in one, 
are bound up ſo. faſt, that they can't be un- 


done; 
ell are they blended, ſo beauteous to abt, 


ſe ſprings from their union a tentold delight; 
poiſon, nor weed here, our paſſion to 


warn; 
ſweet without briar, the roſe without thorn, 


er. 
S ON G CLXXXVI, 
Sung by Miſs Radley, 


Why ſhould we forrow, who never knew 


in! 


N G 
miles of content ſhew our rapture within : 
M 3 This 
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This love has rais'd me, I now tread in a ſnar 
He's ſure ſent from Heav'n to lighten my cate! 


Each ſhepherdeſs views me with (corn and i 
dain ; 

Each ſhepherd purſues me, but all is in vain; 

No more will J ſorrow, no longer deſpair, 

He's ſure ſeat from Heav'n to lighten my can 


SONG CLXXXVII 


Sung by Mrs. Bradſhaw. 


WHEN J were young, tho? now am old, 
| The men were kind aud true; 
But now they're grown ſo falie and bold, 
V/hat can a woman do ? | 
Now what can a woman do ? 
For men are truly, 
So unruly 
I tremble at ſeventy-twWo! 


When I were fair—tho? now ſo, fo, 
No hearts were given to rove, 
Our pulſes beat nor faſt, nor ſlow, 
But all was faith, and love; 
Now what can a woman do? 
So unruly 
2 „ 
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s ON G ClIxxxvm. 
Sung by Mr, King. 


F ſhe whiſper the judge, be he ever ſo wiſe, 

Tho? great and important hs truſt is; | 

His hand is unſteady, a pair of black eyes 

Will kick up the balance of juſtice. : 

If his paſſions are ſtrong, his judgment grows, | 

weak, | 

For love thro? his veins will be creeeping | 
And his worſhip, when near to a reuad Ante 

chee k, j 

Tho' he onus to be blind, will be peeping, 


SONG CLXXXIX. 
Surg by Mils Radley. 


ROM duty if the ſhepherd ſtray 
| And leave his flocks to feed, 
The wolf will ſeize the harmleſs prey, 

And innocence will bleed. 


In me a bares lamb behold, 
Oppreſt with ev'ry fear; 

O guard, good ſhepherd, guard your fold, 
For wicxed wolves are near. 


SONG CXC. 
Sung by Mr. King. 


ING high derry derry, 
The day 1s our own, 
Be wiſe and be merry, 
Let ſorrow alone; 


Alter 


55 


Alter your tone, 

To high derry derry, 
Be wiſe and be merry, 
The Gay 1 is our OWN. 


1 SONG cxcr. 
| 128 25 Mr. Champneſs, 


ix And demons how! below, 
1 Urganda calls us from the deep; 


| . Ariſe ye ſons of woe! 

I: Ever buſy, ever willing, 

F/ All thoſe horrid taſks fulfilling, 
| | > Which draw from mortal breaſts the groan, 
And make their torments like his own, 

it 

; SONG: CXCH. 
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HEN peace here was reigning, 
3 And love without waining, 
— 1 | Or care or complaining, 
= _ paſſions diſdaining z 
3 This was my way, 


With my pipe and my tabor, 
I jaugh'd down the day, 


Nor envy'd the joys of a neighbour. 
; i | : Now ſad transformation 


Runs thro” the whole nation; 
Peace, love, recreation, 


All chang'd to vexation; 
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Jas mortals charm their Cares in fleep, 
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This, this is my way, 
With my pipe and my tabor, 
I laugh down the day, 
And pity the cares of my neighbour, 


* While all are deſigning, 
Their friends undermining z 
To miſchief inclining, 
This, this is my way, 
With my pipe and my tabor, 
I laugh down the day, 
And pity the cares of my neighbour, 


* Omitted in the repreſentation. 


SONG CXCIL 
By Mrs. Abingdon. 


AX my tongue! it is a ſhame: 
Merlin, ſure, is much to blame, 
Not to let it ſweetly flow. | 

Yet the favours of the great, 
And the filly maiden's fate, 
Often follow, Yes or No, 
Lack-a-day ! 
Poor Fatima! 
Stinted fo, 
'To Yes or No, 


Should I want to talk and chat, 


Tell Urganda this or that, 


How ſhall I about it go? 
| Let 


E 790 
Let her aſk me what ſhe will, 


I muſt keep my clapper ſtill, 
Striking only Yes or No. 


Lack-a-day ! 
Poor Fatima! 
Stinted ſo, 
To Yes or no. 


SONG cxcav. 
Sung by Miſs. Radley, X 


HIS cold flinty heart, it is you who have 
warm'd, 
You waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have charm'd; 
In vain againſt merit and Cymon I ſtrove; 
What's 1 without * paſſion of 
ove ? 


The froft nips the bud, and the roſe cannot blow, 
From youth that is froli-nipt no raptures can 
flow; 
Elyſium to him but a deſert will prove ; 
What's life without paſſlion—ſweet paſſion of 
love? | 


The ſpring hows be warm, the young ſeaſon be 

gay, [ May, 
Her birds 100 her flowrets make blithſome ſweet 
Love bleſſes the cottage, and ſings e the 


J grove; 
13 What's life without paſkon—ſweet paſſion of 


40 
1 love? 


SONG 
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SONG Exe. 
By Mr. Vernon. 
\OME on, come on, 


1 A thouſand to one, 
[I dare you to come on. 


| Tho! unpractis'd and young, 
Love has made me ſtout and ſtrong; 


Has given me a charm, 
Will not ſuffer me to fall; 

Has ſteel'd my heart, and nerv'd my arm, 
To guard my precious all. : 


SONG CXCVL 
By Mrs. Baddeley. 


TH O- ſill of raging winds the ſport, 
My ſhipwreck'd heart ſhall gain the port; 
Revenge, the pilot, ſteers her Way; 
No more of tepderneſs and ſove, 
The eagle in her gripe has ſciz'd the dove, 


And thinks of nothing but her prey. 


SONG CXCVII. 
By Miſs Radley. 


H O' various deaths ſurround us, 
No terrors can confound me; 
Protected from above, 
I glory in my love 


Againſt 


; „„ 
Againſt thy cruel might, 
And in this dreadful hour, 
J have a ſure defence, 
Tis innocence, 
That heav'nly right, 
To ſmile on guilty power ! 


M e e . K 


The Favourite Airs in the Serious Opera of 


ARFAXERAES, 
The Muſic compoſed by Dr. ARNE, 


* * 2 


—— 


$-O-N G CXCVHL 
Sung ly Mrs, Pinto, . 


X DIEU, thou lovely youth, 
Let hope thy fears remove 
Preſerve thy faith and truth, | 
But never doubt my love. 


SONG CXCIX, 
By Mr. Tenducci. 


A MID a thoufand racking woes, 
I pant, I tremble, and I feel, 

Cold blood from ev'ry vein diſtill, 
And clog my lab'ring heart. 


tat. 
— 


I ſee 


5 


i ſee my fair one's loſt repoſe, 

ad O! lament the fatal curſe ; 

hat he who gave me life cou'd thus 
From virtue's laws depart. _ 


This laſt ſtanxa is omitted in the repreſentation. 


SO N.G.-CC. 
Sang by Mr. Beard. 


JEHOLD! on Tethe's diſmal ſtrand 
Thy father's troubled ſpirit ſtand! 
la his face what grief profound! 

e he rolls his haggard eyes; 
ark! revenge! ! revenge he cries ; 

And points to his ſtill bleeding wound ; 
bey the call, revenge his death; 
nd calm his f foul that gave thee breath. 


SONG CC. 
By Mr. Peretti. 


NAIR Semira, lovely maid, 
Ceaſe in pity to upbraid 

* oppreſs'd but conſtant heart: 

l ſufficient are the woes, 

hich my cruel tars impoſe; 

Heav'n, alas! ! has done its part. 
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SONG CCI. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks. 
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HEN real joy we mils, 
Tis ſome degree of bliſs, 
T' enjoy ideal pleafure, 
And dream of hidden treaſure, 


The ſoldier dreams of wars, 
And conquers without ſcars ; 
The ſailor in his fleep, 

With ſafety ploughs the deep: 


So I, thro? fancy's aid, / 
Enjoy my heavenly maid, WG 
And bleſt with thee and love, PT 


Am greater far than Jove. 
SONG CCI. 
By Mrs. Baker. 


OW hard is my fate, ( 
How deſp'rate my ſtate, 


When virtoe and honour excite, : 
To ſuffer diſtreſs, - 


Contented to blefs, 5 
The object in whom I delight. | 


Yet *midit all the woes 
My ſoul undergoes, 
Thro' virtue's too rigid decree; 
I'll fcorn to complain, 
If the force of my pain 
Awaken his pity for me. 


8 ON 


E 


8 ON G cciv. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 


TRY father! away, I renounce the ſoft claim; 
Thou ſpot on my honour, thou blaſt to my 
fame, | | 
et juſtice the traitor to puniſhment bring; 
His father he loſt when he murder'd his king. 


SONG CCVv. 
Sung by Mrs. Baker, 


A Cquit thee of this foul offence, 
Return with ſpotleſs innocence z 

Then ſhall my hapleſs brother ſee, 

That never ſiſter lov'd like me. 


s ON G CCVIL. 
By Mr. Tenducci. 


Too lovely, too unkind, 
If my lips no credit find ; 
Pierce my breaſt, my heart mall prove 
Strong in virtue, firm in love; 
Guiltieſs, wretched, left forlorn, 
And worſe than murder'd by thy ſcorn. 


SONG ccvu. 
By Mrs, Pinto, 


LY, ſoft ideas, fly; 
JL That neither tear nor figh 


N 2 | My 


1 10 


My virtue may betray: 
Nature's great call, 
That governs all, 

A daughter muſt obey. 

Alas, my ſoul denies. 
To hear revenge's cries 
Dare not, fond heart, 
To take his part, 

But drive his form away. 


SQNG ccni. 
By Mr, Peretti. 


N infancy our hopes and fears, 
Were to each other known; 
And friendſhip in our riper years, 
Has twin'd our hearts in one. 
O clear him then from this offence, 
Thy love, thy duty prove; 
Reflore him with that innocence 


Which firſt inſpired my love. 
$ ON ECIX; 
By Mr. Tenducci. 


Iſdainful you fly me, 
In anger exclaim 
Ail comfort deny me, 
And murder my fame. 


No grief can the heart 
To pity incline, 

That bears not a part 
In ſorrow like mine. Br. 

| Nature's 


5 
Nature's tender plea is vain; 
Welcome then my chains again, 


O rigour unjuſt! 
O counſel accurſt ! 
Ambition ill-plac'd, 
My virtue diſgrac'd; 
The pains I endure, 
Death only can cure. 
Diſdainful you fly me, 
In anger exclaim; 
All comfort deny me, 
And murder my fame. 


No grief can the heart 
To pity incline, 

That bears not a part 
Ia ſorrows like mine. 


Nature's tender plea is pain; 
Welcome then my chains again. 


. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks. 


O ſigh and complain, 
Alike I diſdain, 
Contented my wiſh to enjoy; 
I ſcorn to reflect 
On a lady's neglect, 
Or barter my peace tor a toy. 


In love, as in war, 
= [ laugh at a ſcar, | ; 
ture's And if my proud enemy yield, 
| 1 The g 


( 138 ) 


The joy that remains 
Is to lead her in chains, | 
And glean the rich ſpoils of the field, 
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8 O N G cx. 
Ss by Mrs. Pinto. 
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F ver the cruel tyrant, love, 
A conqueſt J believ'd, 
The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O let me be deceiv'd. 


r — — 


— 
——ů—— — 


Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create, 

What was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And muſt be turn'd to hate. 
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Then call not to my wav'ring mind, 
The weakneſs of my heart; 

Which, ah! I feel too much inclin'd 
To take the traitor's part. 


SONG CCXII 
By Mrs, Baker. 


F the river's ſwelling waves 
Overflow the uſual bed, 
Scarce tn affrighted peaſant "faves 
From the flood his homely ſhed. 


Tho' he ftop one open ſhore, 
Where the waters ſwiftly glide, 

In an hundred places more 
Ruſhes in th? impetuous tide, 


' SONG 


6317 
S ON G ccxm. 
Sung by My. Tenducci. 


Y that belov'd embrace, 
By this my fond adieu, 
Deplore my hapleſs caſe, 
Condemn'd, alas! for you. 
Appeaſe my love, my truth commend, 
| Yourſelf preſerve, my king defend. 
MꝰM:ly ſentence I obey, 
To filial duty true ; ; 
And ſcarce have pow'r to ſay 
A long and laſt adieu! 


s ON G ccxlv. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 
MONSTER, away! 


From chearful day ; 
To the gloomy deſart fy : : 
Paths explore, | 
Where lions roar, 
And devouring tygers lie. 
Tho? for food, 
They wade in blood, 
All to fave their young agree : 
Ev'ry creature, 
Fierce by nature, 
Harmleſs | is compar'd to thee. 
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SONG CCXVv. 
Sung by Mrs, Baker. 


HIS boſom, a ſtranger to reſt, 
Reſentment and pity aſſail, 

As both for dominion conteſt, 

So both, to my ſorrow, prevail; 


My heart, in this deſperate ſlate, 

To give each aſſailant its due, 

Now bleeds for my brother's hard fate, 
And burns with reſentment to you. 


SONG CCXVI. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 


1. like the glorious ſun, 

Thy ſplendid courſe ſhalt run? 

What tho” the night | 
Obſcure his light, | 

When priſon'd in the weſt ; 

The day returns, 

Again he burns, 


The god of day confeſt. 
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$ O NG -: COXYIL 
Sung by Mr. Tenducti. 


WATER parted from the ſæa, 

May increaſe the river's tide; 
To the »uUling fount may flee, 
Or thro' fertile vallies glide; 


Yet 


et 
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Yet in ſearch of loſt repoſe, 
Doom'd, like me, forlorn to roam, 


Still it murmurs as it flows, | 
Till it reach its native home, 


SONG CCxVIII. 
By Mr. Peretti. 


HO! oft a cla, with envious ſhade, 
Conceals the face of day ; 
The ſun is ſtill in flames array'd, 
His beams immortal, not decay'd; 
Soon the gloomy veil retires; 
He darts each pow'rful ray, 
And light and heat expires. 


SONG CCXIX. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, 


O Much-lov'd ſon, if death 

Flas ſtol'n thy vital breath, 

[11 ſhare thy hapleſs fate; 
But ere the dagger drinks my blood, 
A murder'd King, at Lethe's flood, 

The tidings ſhall relate, 


B:d Charon ceaſe from toil, 
And reſt upon his oar, 

Till I attain the happy ſoil, 
Where we ſhall part no more, 


SONG 
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SONG. ccxx. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 


E T not rage, thy boſom firing, 
| Pity's ſofter claim remove; 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Each ungentle thought ſaſpending, 
Judge of mine, by thy ſoft breaſt; 
Nor with rarchur, never ending. 

Heap freſh ſorrows on th' oppreſs'd. 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove; 3 

Spare a heart that's now expiring, 

Forc'd by dut y. rack'd by love. 


Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſt, 
Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend; 
I, alas! at once have loſt, 

Father, brother, lover, friend. 

Let not rage, &c. 


SONG CCxxI. 
Py Mrs, Pinto. 


IS not true, that in our grief, 
Others weeping in diſtreſs, 
To our troubles bring relief, 
Making each misfortune leſs, 
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No, when ſore oppreſs'd by fate, 
Better 'tis to ſigh alone, 

Than ſupport a double weight, 
Others ſorrows, and our own. 
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N The FAVOURITE SONGS in 
font an» CLARISS A 
A Comic OPERA, 
By Mr, BICKERSTAFFE. 
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SONG CCXXIL 
Sung by Mrs. Baker. 


H! how delightful the morning, | 
4 \ How ſweet are the proſpects it yields; 


Sur mer luxuriant adornin 


The gardens, the groves, and the fields. 


But grateful to the ſeaſon, 

I!ts pleaſure let's employ; 

Kind nature gives, and reaſon 
Permits us to enjoy. 


SON G CCXXIII. 
By Mrs, Baker. 


TD rob them of ſtrength, when wiſe Nature 
| thought fit | | 

By women to ſtill do her duty, 

Inſtead of a ſword ſhe endu'd them with wit, ; 

The And gave them a ſhield in their beauty. | | 
| | Sound, 


$ound, ſound chi; the trumpet, both ſexes to 
4 arms! 
Our tyrants at once and proteQors ! 
. We quickly ſhall ſee, whether courage or charms 
I for the Helens or Hectors. 


KY SONG CCXXIV. 
, I! | By Mr. Dunſtall. 
5 O tell you the truth, 
In the days of my youth, 
As mirth and nature bid, 


1 lik'd a glaſs, 
And lov'd a laſs, 
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| And I did as younkers did. 
„ 4 : | | 

E | But now I am old, 

BZ With grief be it told, 

. J muff thoſe freaks forbear ; - 
4 At fixty-three, 


*'T'wixt you and me, 
A man grows worſe for wear. 
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SONG CCXXV. 
Py Mr. Shuter. 
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lf  7ZOunds, = then III tell you without any 
If! ue 
The thing of all things, which I hate and deteſt ; 
i | A coxcomb, a fop, : 


A dainty milk- ſop ; 
Who, eſſenc'd and dizen'd from bottom to top, 
Looks jult like a doll for a milliner's ſhop. 


A thing 
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A thing full of prate, 

And pride and conceit z 
All faſhion, no weight; 

Who ſhrugs, and takes Hauff, 
And carries a muff; 
A minikin, 

PFiniking, 

French -powder-puff : 


nd now, Sir, 1 fancy, I've told you enough. 


SONG CCXXVI. 
By Mr. Dyer. 


17 HEN a man of faſhion condeſcends 
To herd among his country friends, 

They watch his looks, his motions: | 

ne booby gapes, another ſtares, 

nd all he does, ſays, eats, drinks, wears, 

Muſt ſuit their ruſtic notions. 


t as for this brutiſh old clown here, 
death, why did I ever come down here! 
The ſavage will now never quit me: 
Then a conſort to take, 
For my family's fake, 


I'm in a fine jeapordy, ſplit me! 


SONG CCXXVII. 
By Mis Macklin. 
Mmortal pow'rs prote& me, 
Aſſiſt, ſupport, direct me; 
Relieve a heart oppreſt: 
Ah! why this palpitation! 
Ceaſe, buſy perturbation, 
And let me, let 5 reſt, 


5ONG 
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SONG CCXXVIL. 
Sung by Mrs, Mattocks. 


M but a poor ſervant, *tis true, Ma'm, 
1 But was I lady like you, Ma'm, 

In grief would I fit! The dickins a bit; 
No, faith I would ſearch the world thro', Ma'm, S5 


To find what my liking could hit. 5 
Set in caſe a young man, Tl 
In my fancy there ran, | de 
It might anger my friends and relations; 
But, if J had regard, | N 
It ſhould go very hard, W 
Or I'd follow my own inclinations, In 
| Imi, 
SON G ccxxix. * 


Surg by Mr. Mattocks. 


OU afk me in vain, 
Of what ills I complain, 
Where harbours the torment I find; 
In my head, in my heart, 
It invades ev'ry part, 


And ſubdues both my body and mind. 


Each effort I try, 
Ev'ry med'cine apply 
The pangs of my ſoul to appeaſe z 1 
But doom'd to endure, 
What I mean for a cure, 
Turns poiſon, and feeds the diſeaſe. 


SONG 
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SONG CCXXX. 
Sung by Mrs. Baker. 


all! pr'ythee ſpare me, deareſt creature 
How can you prompt me to ſo much ill 
nature: f 
Kneeling before me, 
Should I hear him implore me; 
Could I accuſe him, 8 
Could I refuſe him 
The boon he ſhould aſk ? 
Set not a lover the cruel taſk, 


No, believe me, my dear, 
Was he now ſtanding here, 
In fpight of my frights and alarms. 
might rate him, might ſcold him, 
gut ſhou'd fill firive to hold him, 
And fink at laſt into his arms. 


SON G CCXXXI, 
By Miſs Macklin. 


OPE and fear alternate riſing, 
Strive for empire o'er my heart; 
''ry peril now deſpiſing, 
Now at ev'ry breath I ſtart. 


each, ye learned ſages, teach me, 
How to ſtem this beating tide: 
you've any rules to reach me, 

Haſte, and be the weak one's guide, 


Q, A | Thus, 
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Thus, our trial's at a diſtance, | 
Wiſdom, ſcience, promiſe aid; Wi 

But in need of their aſſiſtance, An 
We attempt to graſp a ſhade, 


SONG. CCXXAlIL 
By Mri. Du Bellamy. 


Y E S, ſhe is fair, divinely fair, N f 


And ſofter than the balmy air 
That vernal zephyr blows; _ 7 
Her checks tranſcend the roſe's bloom, | 
And ſweeter is the rich perfume 


Her ruby lips diſcloſe, F 
* 
Fly ſwift, oh Love, and in her ear, 
Whiſper ſoft, her lover's near, | Y 
Full of doubt and full of fear; Fi 
If my raſhneſs ſnould offend, | 4 
Intercede, 
My pardon plead, | Pi 
Her angry brow anbend, N 
Li 


SONG CCXXXIII. 

By Mr. Mattocks. 
H! talk not to me of the wealth ſhe poſſ! 
My hopes and uy views to herſelf I confi 


The ſplendor of riches but lightly impreſſes 
A heart chat is fraught with a paſſion like mit 


By love, only love, ſhould our ſouls be cement 


No int'reſt, no metiye, but that I wou'd own; Ar 
vl Ar 
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With her in a cottage be bleſt and contented, 


And wretched without 1255 e plac'd on a 
throne, | 


9 NG coxmay..”” 
By Mrs, Mattocks. 


Ndeed, forfooth, a pretty youth, 

I To play the am'rous fool; 

At ſuch an age, methinks your rage 
Might be a little cool. 


Fe, let me go, Sir, 
Kiſs me - No, no Sir. 


Lou pull me and ſhake me, 
For what do you take me, 
This figure to make me? 

I'd have you to know, 
Im not for your game, Sir; 
Nor will I be tame, Sir. 
Lord, have you no ſhame, Sir, 
To tumble one ſo? 


SONG CCXXXV. 
Sung by Mr. Shuter. 


oſſel 


onfn 


je M ow curſedly vext the old fellow will be, 


4 
eu when he finds you have ſnapt up his daugh- 


nent ter; 
wn Pet chift as he will, leave the matter to me, 
and I warrant you ſoon ſhall have caught her. 


O 3 What, 


4-699 } 


What! a plague and a pox, 
Shall an ill-natur'd fox, 
Prevent youth and beauty 

From doing their.duty ? 

He ought to be ſet in the ſtocks, 
He merits the law; 5 
And if we can't bite him, 
By gad we'll indite him. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 


SONG CCXXXVI. 
By Mrs. Baker. 


COME thou, pining, peeviſh lover, 
| Tell me what to do and ſay; 
From your doleful dumps recover, 
Smile, and it ſhall have its way. 
With their humours, thus to teaze us,. 
Men are ſure the ſtrangeſt elves ! 
Silly creatures, would you pleaſe us, | 
You ſhould ſtill ſeem. pleas'd your ſelves. 


SONG CCXXXVIL 
. By Mr. Du Bellamy. 


FENCE with caution,. hence with fear, 
Beauty prompts, and naught ſhall ſtay me 

Boldly for that prize I'll fteer ; 

Rocks, nor winds, nor waves diſmay me. 


Yet, raſh lover, look behind, 
Think what dangers may betide you; 
Love and fortune both are blind, 
And you have none elſe to guide you. 92 
| 8 N U 


K 
SONG COXXXVIIL.. 
Sung by Mrs. Baker. 


F Wonder, I wear, 
How. women can bear 
A fop that himſelf ſtill admires; 
Mere puppets for play, 
Of papier mache,, 
Without either ſoul or deſires. 


One's pos'd in one's aim, 
To give them a name, 

Things of ſuch equivocal growth; 
Nor Maſter nor Miſs, 5 
But *twixt that and this, 

Ridiculous copies of both, 


SONG cexxxxx. 
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By Miſs Macklin, | | 

H! how weak is inclination, ik 
Fain I would yet*more explain; ; 4 

But, you ſee my agitation, 'F 
And will ſpare wy tongue the pain, | 4 
| 

Help, and force, at once forſake me, 1 
On your kindneſs I depend. i 


Since your wife you cannot make me, 
Make, O make me, Sir, your friend, 


SONG 


(192. ) 


SON G CCXL, 


} : 
U 
1 
[\ 
| 
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|: N Italy, Germany, France I have been, 
| Where princes I've liv'd with, where mo- 
=: ß I've Teen 7-2 

1 The great have careſs'd me, 

. The fair have addreſs'd me; 

i; Nay, ſmiles J have had from a queen, 

} And, now, ſhall a pert 


Sung by Mr. Dyer. 


Infignificant flirt 
With inſolence uſe me, 
Preſume to refuſe me ; 

She fancies my pride wall be hurt. 


But tout an contraire, 

I'm pleas'd, I declare, 

Quite happy, to think I eſcape from the ſnare : 
Serviteur Mam'ſelle; my claim I withdraw. 


Hey! where are my people ? fal, lal, lal, lal, la. 


SONG CCXLI. 
Sung by Mr. Dunſtall. 


H! ladies, lovely creatures; 
' Your wit, your ſhape, your features, 
Are all divine: 
But ſtall changing, feigning, 
The man who ſeeks your meaning, 
Goes out the ſea to fathom, 
Without lead or line, 


Your. 


„ +} 
Your charms are form'd to pleaſe us, 
You ſpread the lure to ſeize us; 
And when we get | 
Into the net, 1 
Why, then, you vex and teaze us. 


SONG CCXLI. 
* Sung by Mis Macklin, 


68 O, and, on my truth relying, 
Comfort to your cares applying, 

Bid each doubt and ſorrow flying, 
Leave to peace, and love your breaft, 


Go, and may the pow'rs that hear us, 

Still, as kind protectors near us, | 

Through our troubles ſafely ſteer us 
Toa port of joy and rea, 


SONG CCXLIIL. 
Sung by Ms. Baker, 
AH how cruel the reflection, 


Woman once to error led, 
Ev'ry eye wakes for detection, 
Ev'ry tongue the tale to ſpread. 


Vainly is her fault lamented, 
By the poor miſguided fair; 
That which caution had prevented, 
Penitence can ne'er repair. 
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SONG CCXLIV. 
By Mr. Du, Bellamy. 


TO fear a ſtranger, 
"Behold the ſoldier arm 4 
He knows no danger, 
When honour ſounds the alarm x 
But dauntleſs goes 
Among his foes. 


In Cupid's militia, 
So fearleſs I iſſue; 

And, as you ſee, 
| Arm'd cap-a- pee, 
| Reſolve on death or victory. 


s ON G CCXLV. 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks. 


F Wonder, I'm ſure, why this fuſs mould be 


made, 


For my part, I'm neither aſham'd nor afraid 
Of what I have done, nor of what I have ſaid. 
A ſervant, I hope, 1s no ſlave; 
And tho', to their ſhames, 

Some ladies call names, 
| TI know better how to behave. 

Times are not ſo bad, 

N If occaſion J had, 
Nor my character ſach I need ſtarve on't. 


And for going away, 


I don't want to ſtay, 
And fo I'm your lady ſhip's ſervant, 


SONG 


CS oo 


LE ) 
SONG CCXLVI. 
By Mr. Dyer. 


E AR, oh bear me, of a ſudden, 
Some kind ſtroke of ſmiling chance, 
From this land of beef and pudding, 
To dear Italy or France : 


I'm fick to the ſoul, 

Politicks and ſea-coal, 

Have given me the vapours.; 

Their curſed news-papers, 

Their mobbing, 

Stock-jobbing, 

Are horrors to me : | | 

7 wiſh the whole Hand was ſunk in the ſea, 


8 O NG *CCXLVII, 
Sung by Mr. Shuter, 


TRLS like ſquirrels oft appear, 
In their cages pleas'd with ſlav'ry, 
Bur, in fact, *tis all but knav'ry, | 
Leſs thro? love than out of fear : 
Only on their tricks relying, 
Let them out, their bonds untying, 
And you'll ſee the matter plain. 
Once there's nought their flight to hamper, 
Preſto—whiſk-away they ſcamper, 
Never to return again. 


Wou'd you manage laſſes rightly, 
You muſt watch them daily, nightly, 
Shut them cloſe, and hold them tightly; 
Never 
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Never looſe an inch of chain : 
Freedom, run-aways will make 'em, 
And the devil can't o'ertake 'em, 


4 $0NG ccxLIII. 


y Miſs Macklin. 


WI HY with ſighs my heart is ſwelling, 
Why with tears my eyes o*erflow,, 
Aſk me not, *tis paſt the telling, 
Mute involuntary woe, 


Who to winds and waves a ſtranger, 
Ventrous tempts th' inconſtant ſeas ; 

In each billow fancy's danger 

Shrinks at every riſing breeze. 


SONG CCXLIX. 
Sung by Mr. Dunſtall. 


fg 
HEN love gets into a youthful brain, 
Inſtruction is fruitleſs, and caution vain : 
Prudence may cry, do ſo; 
But if love ſays, no, 
Prudence may go, 
With bis preaching, 
And teaching, 
To Jericho. 
Dear Sir, in old age, 
*T1s not hard to be lage, 
And 'tis eaſy to point the way; 
But do or ſay,” 
What we may, - 


Love and youth will have their day. 
: SONG 


„ 
8 ON G CCL. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks. 


Dry thoſe tears! like melted ore, 


Faſt dropping on my heart they fall; 
Think, think no more of me; no more 


The mem'ry of paſt ſcenes recall. 


On a wild ſea of paſſion toſs'd ; 

I ſplit upon the fatal ſhelf, 
rendſhip and love at once are loft, 
And now I wiſh to loſe myſelf. 


ü MN OK ROK 


The favourite Songs in the BURLETTA of 
O R PHE US$ 


ztraduced in A Peep behind the Curtain; 
Or, The New Rehearſal. 


The Muſic by Mr. Barthelemon. 


— nth. 1 — 
» 


8 O0 N G Cell. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


I 0 ſhe ſcolded all day, and all night did 


the ſame, 


0 ſhe was too rampant, and I was too tame; 

0 ſhriller her pipe than the ear- piercing fte, 

ut and { will go o hell for my wiſe, 
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„ 
As the ſailor can't reſt, if the winds are too ſtill, 
As the miller ſleeps beſt by the clack of his mil, 


So was moſt happy in tumult and ftrife ; 
1 muſt and I will go to hell for my wife. 


SONG CCLIL 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, 


S this your affection, 
Your vous and protection, 
To bring back your wife to your houſe, 
When ſhe knows what J am, 
As a wolf the poor lamb, | 
As a cat ſhe will mumble the mouſe, 


SONG CCL. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, 


M HEN, Orpheus, you 
W Were kind and true, | ( 
Of joy I had my fill; T 
Now Orpheus roves, 
And faithleſs proves, | H. 


Alas! the bitter pill! 


2s from the bogs, Or 
The wounded frogs, | 
Call'd out, I call to thee ; 
O naughty boy, 
To you *tis joy, 
Alas! 'tis death to me. 


41 
1, " —& ON Sei 
Sung by Mrs, Arne. 


M{Ount if you will, and reach the ſky, 
Quick as hght'ning would I fly, 
And there would give you battle; 
Like the thunder JI would rattle. 


deek, if you will, the ſhades below, 
Thither, thither will I go, 
Your faithleſs heart appall ! 
My rage no bounds ſhall know 
Revenge my boſom ſtings, 
And jealouſy has wings, 
To riſe above 'em all! 


SO NG CCLy. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


ONE med'cine cures the gout, 
Another cures a cold, 
This can drive your paſhons out, 
Nay even cure a ſcold, 
Have you gout or vapours, 
I in ſleep, | 
Vour ſenſes ſteep, 
Or make your legs cut capers, 


SON CCLVL, 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


HOU dear companion of my life, 

My friend, my miſtreſs, and my wife, 

Much dearer than all three; 
—_ P 2 Should 
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Should they be faithleſs, and deceive me, 
Thy grand ipecific can relieve me, 


All med'cines are in thee, 


Thou weritable beaume de vie. 


SONG CCLVIL 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, 


Reathe no ditty, 
Soft and pretty, - 


Charming female tongues to fleep z 


Goats ſhall flaunt it, 
_ Cows currant it, 


Shepher as friſk it with their ſheep ! } 


SONG CCLVIIL 


Sung by Mr. Dodd. 


AS I'm alive, 
A I'm fixty- five, 
And that's no age for dancing; 
I'm paſt the game, 
O ße, for ſhame, 


Old men ſhould not be prancing 2 2 


O cut the ſtrings, 
Thoſe tickling things, 
Of that ſame curſed ſcraper; 


CHORUS. 


We're dancing too, 
And ue like you 
Can only cut a caper. 


900 
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The favourite Songs in the OPERA of 
MD ENHARNACES.”.: 


By Mtr. H U L 1 


* ſd _— 


SON G CCLIX. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


OT in the ſplendor of a throne 
Is a monarch's greatneſs ſhown ; 
Tis his to brave misfortune's frown, 
To reſcue from diſgrace a crown; 
His ſoul undaunted, proud and free, 


And live or die with dignity. 


SONG CCLX. 


Sung by Mr. Champnes. 


Wift-wing'd vengeance nerve my arm, 
Ten-fold rage my boſum warm | 

th all their fires J feel it glow, 

They bid me give the deſtin'd blow ! 


Nor ſhall a daughter's tears 
Allay the flames, wherein my ſoul is toſt; 
Al, all his race would ill repay 


0 My throne diſgrac'd, my honour loſt. 
3 SONG 


3 
SONG CcLXI. 
Sung by Mr. Giuſtinelli. 


OVE (when worth like thine inſpires) 
By ſenſual paſſions unſubdu'd, 
Mingles e'en with glory's fires, 
And mounts to all that's great and good; 
The battle done, | 
The laurels won, 
It burns within th? extatic heart, 
in ev'ry rapture claims a part, 
And, ev'n when fierce deſire ſhall end, 
Glows in the ſacred name of friend. 


SONG CCLXI. 
Sung by Mrs. Vincent. 


AN the darling of my heart, 
O! can he doubt a mother's care, 
Can his mind endure a ſmart 
Her boſom does not more than ſhare ? 
Here from cruelty ſecure, | 
Let no vain fear thy ſoul annoy, 
The deadly gloom awhile endure, 
Then wake to light and new-born joy. 


8 ON COLXIM. 
Sung by Mr. Giuſtinelli. 


TOrtare, alas, may ſorely prove 
The pangs of diſappointed love; 


4 1 


Yet ſome relief remains behind, 

While juſtrce ſways the ſuf'ring mind; 
But honour baniſh'd from her throne, 
Each joy, each hope of reſt is flown. 


SONG CCLXIV. 
Sung &y Mr. Gviſtinelli, 
O Hark to reaſon” s pow'rfut tongue 
O Obey, obey her voice ; : 


Fond hope attunes her ſoothing ſong, 
To bid thy ſoul rejoice. | 


Fair freedom, deck'd in all her charms, 
Invites thee to be bleſt, 

And friendſhip Tongs, with folding arms, 

To wrap thee 2 in her e. 


SONG CCLXV. 
Sung by Mrs. Vincent, 


HE ſpectre Death, when view'd from far, 
Appears a foe, in terror dreſt, 
But proves, when we behold him near, 
The comfort of affliction's breaſt; 
The {teddy foul] he threats in vain, 
The coward he alone atfrights, —— 
And gives us, for a moment's pain, 


Whole ages of fupreme delight. 


SONG 


dq 
SON G CCLXVI. 
Sung by Mrs. Dorman, 


N honour's cauſe alone 

The fatal ſword I ratſe; 
That, that ſhould point the ſacred ſteel, 
And bid its lightning blaze. 


But edgeleſs be the blade, 
That vice attempts to wield, 

And blaſted be the guilty arm 

That Rains the noble field! 


Baſe wretch ! from ſight of man, 

|  Deipairing mapy'ſt thou fly! 
In deſert wilds to groan, unſeen, 
And unlamented die! 


* * * * * * * * * * * * * N * X * 


The favourite Songs in the Comic Opera of 
The CarpRicious LOVERS. 

Bj Mr. Liovyp., 
The Muſic compoſed by Mr. Rush. 


„ 
1 a. 


— 
— — _ 


SONG CCLXVIL 
Sung by Miſs Slack. 


. the cool and gentle breeze 

Breathes its fragrance thro' the trees, 
Clad in robes of lively green, 
Nature graces all the ſcene; 1 
From 


(- 16530 
From the ſweetneſs of the place, 
Labour wears a chearful face. 


Sure, I taſte of joys ſincere, 

My true ſwain for ever near: 
When with ceaſeleſs toils oppreſs'd, 
Wearied nature finks to reſt, 

All my labours to beguile, | 
Love ſhall wake me with a ſmile, 


SONG CCLXVIII. 
Sung by Mr. Baddeley. 


W HEN the head of poor Tummas was broke 
By Roger, who play'd at the wake, 

And Kate was alarm'd at the ſtroke, 

And wept for poor Tummas' ſake : 
When his worſhip gave noggins of ale, 

And the liquor was charming and ſtout, 
O! theſe were the times to regale, 

And we footed it rarely about. 


When our partners were buxom as does, 

And we all were as happy as kings; 
Each lad in his holy-day cloaths, 

And the laſſes in all their beſt things. 
What merriment all the day long, 

May the feaſt of our children prove ſuch ;_ 
Odzooks, but l'Il join in the ſong, 

And I'll hobble about with my crutch, 


80 NG 
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SONG CCLXIX. 
By Mrs. Clive. 


ES, that's a magazine of arms, 
To triumph over time, 

Whence beauty borrows half her charms, 
And always keeps her prime; 

At that, the prude, coquette, and ſaint, 
Induftrious ſets her tace, 

While powder, patch, and waſh, and paints 
Repair, or give a grace. 


To arch the brow, there lies the bruſh, 

The comb to tinge the hair, 

The Spaniſh woo! to give the bluſh, 
The pearl to dye them fair. 

Hence riſe the wrinkled, old and grey, 
In freſheſt beauty ſtrong, 
As Venus fair, as Flora 847 

As Hebe ever Young: 


8 0 N G CCLXX, 
By Miſs Slack. 


H E N late a ſimple ruſtic laſs, 
I rov'd without conſtraint; 
A fiream was all my looking-glaſs, 
And healch my only paint. 


The charms I boaſt (alas how few !) 
I gave to nature's care: 

As vice ne*er ſpoil'd their native hue, 

They could not want repair. 


SONG 
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SONG CCLXXI. 
By Mrs. Clive. 


OR various purpoſe ſerves the 80 
As thus a decent blind ; 

Between the ſticks to peep at man, 
Nor yet betray your mind. 


Each action has a meaning plain, 
Reſentment's in the ſnap, 

A flirt expreſſes ſtrong diſdain, 
Conſent a gentle tap. 


All paſſions will the fan diſcloſe, 
All modes of female art, 
+ And to advantage ſweetly ſhews 
The hand, if not the heart. 


Tis folly's ſceptre, firſt deſign'd 
By love's capricious boy, 
Who knows how lightly all mankind 
Are govern'd by a toy, 


8 0 N G CCLXXII 
By Mr. Vernon. 


LAGUE take ſuch folks, 
Their whims, their jokes, 
With their nonſenſe, rant and riot; 
This calls me clown, 
That ſhoves me down, 
Can a body ne'er be quiet. 
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So puſh'd about, 
Thruſt in, thruſt out, 
In a tumult, noiſe and hurry; 
I'm ſqueez'd to death, 
Pre loſt my breath, 
And my wits run hurry, ſcurry. 


SONG CCLXXIII. 
TEO my Pest, as my manners, is 255 and 
| plain, 


A raſcal I hate, and a knave I diſdain ; 3 


My dealings are juſt, and my conſcience is elear, 


Ang I'm richer than thoſe that have thouſands 2 
Year, 


'Tho? bent down with age, and for {porting un- 
couth, 

I feel no remorſe from the follies of youth ; 

T ſtill tell my tale, and rejoice in mv ſong, 


And my boy thinks my life not a moment too 


long. 


Let the courtiers, thoſe dealers in grin and gri- 
mace, 
Creep under, dance over, for title or place ; 


Above al! the titles that flow from a throne, 


That of honeſt I prize, and that title's my own, 


SONG CCLEXIV. 
| By Miſs Slack. 


* . WHEN far from faſhion's gilded ſcene 


I breath'd my.native air, 


My thoughts were calm, my mind ſerene, 


No doubtings bout d there. 


But 


( 169 ) 
at now no more myſelf I find, 
Diſtraction rends my breaſt ; 


V hilſt hopes and fears diſturb my mind, 
And baniſh all my reſt. 


SONG CCLXXV. 
By Miſs Slack. 
a [GAIN in ruſtic weeds array'd, 
A ſimple ſwain, a ſimple maid, 
Yer rural ſcenes with joy we'll rove, 
„ dimpling brock, or cooling grove. 


a he birds ſhall ſtrain their little throats, 
nd warble wide their merry notes, 
'hilſt we converſe beneath che ſhade, 


happy ſwain, and happy maid. 
Df RI Rf PS Ref No e 


The Favourite Songs in 
„ Fan MAID or Tre MILL, 


F# Comic OPERA. 


„ 3: Ar. BICKERSTAFFE. 


— 
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s ON G CCLAXVI. 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


F that's all you want, who the plague will be 
ſorry ? | 

were better by half to dig ſtones in a quarry ; -- 

: For my ſhare I'm weary of what is got by*: : 


S'Beſh! 


„ 

S'fleſh ! here's ſuch a racket, ſuch ſcolding and 
coiling, Ling, 

You're never content, but when folks are a toj]. 
And drudging like horſes from morning till 


night. 
You think I'm afraid, but the diff*rence to ſhew 
you, [you: 


Firft, yonder's your ſhovel, your ſacks too I throw 
Henceforward, take care of your matters who 
will : 
They're welcome to ſlave for your wages that 
need *em, 
Tol lol derol lol, I have purchas'd my freedom, 
And never hereafter ſhall work at the mill, 


* 


SON G CCLXXVIL 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 


I N love to pine and languiſh, 
Yet know your paſſion vain 
To harbour beare-felt anguiſh, 
To fear to tell your pain. 


What pow'rs unrelenting, 
Seveter ills inventing, 
Can ſharpen pangs like theſe ? 
Where days and nights tormenting, 
Yield not a moment's eaſe. 


Vi 
* 


Pm | 


SONG Irhoe 


(17/1. 
i SON G CCLXXVII. 
b Sung by Mrs. Pinto, 


WH AT are outward forms and ſhews, 
To an honeſt heart compar'd ? 
W | Oft the ruſtic, wanting thoſe, | 
© Has the nobler portion ſhar'd. 


o | Oft we ſee the humble flow'r 
Bearing, at the hedge's ſide, 
at © Virtues of more ſov'reign pow'r 


Than the garden's gayeſt pride. 


SONG CCLXXIX. 
By Mr. Reinhold. 


"ARK ! *tis I your own true lover, 
After walking three long miles; 
One kind look at leaſt diſcover, 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart I fix on, 
Ah, you little cunning vixen! 
I can ſee your roguith {m;les. 


Addil:ids! my mind is ſo poſſeſt, 
Till we're ſped, TI ſhan't have reſt ; 
Only ſay the thing's a bargain, 
Here an you like it, 
Ready to ſtrike it, 
There's at once an end of arguing : 
'm her's, ſhe's mine; 
| G FThus we ſeal, and thus we ſign. 


. SONG 


12 
SON G celxxx. 


By Mrs, Baker, 


WITH the man that I love, was I deſtin'd to 
| dwell, 

On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell; O 
Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſart would be, 
More pleaiing than courts or a palace to me. | 
Let the vain and the venal, in wedlock aſpire And 
To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire, I D 
I yield them the blifs where their wiſhes ar 81 

plac'd ; 
Infenſible\ creatures ! tis all "yy can taſte, 


S O N G COCLXXXI. 
By Mr. Shuter. 


W HY how now, miſs pert, 
Do you think to divert 
My anger, by fawning and ſtroking g 
Would you make me a fool, 
Your play-thing, your tool ? 


Was ever young minx ſo e 
Get out of my ſight, gu 
*Twould be ſerving you right, 

To lay a ſound doſe of the laſh on; E. 
Contradict your Mamma, | T; 


I've a mind by the la; 
But I won't put myſelf in a paſſion, 


* dt 
so Nl 
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SONG CCLXXXIL 
tt Sung by Mr. Reinhold. 


Obps my life, ſearch England ovegy 

An you match her in her ſtation; 
_Pll be bound to fly the nation: 
\nd be ſure as well I love her. | 


e, 


, Do but feel my heart a beating, 

are still her pretty name repeating, 
Here's the work 'tis always at, 
Pitty, patty, pat, pit, pat. 


hen ſhe makes the muſic tinkle, 
What on yearth can ſweeter be? 
Then her little eyes ſo twinkle, 
Tis a feaſt to hear and ſee. 


SONG CCLXXXIII. 
By Mrs. Thompſon. 


] Am young, and I am friendleſs, 
And poor alas ! withal ; 
Sure my ſorrows will be endleſs, 
In vain for help 1] call, 
Have ſome pity in your nature, 
To relieve a wretched creature, 
Tho? the gift be ne'er ſo ſmall, 


May you, poſſeſüng ev'ry bleſſing, 

Still inherit, Sir, all you merit, Sir, 

ind never know what it is to want; 

veet heaven, your worſhip all happineſs grant. 
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SON G CCLXXXIV. 
Sung by Mr. Dyer. 


WHY q quits the merchant, bleſt with eaſe, 

| The pleaſures of his native ſeat, 

To tempt the dangers of the ſeas, 

And climes more perilous than theſe, 
Midſt freezing cold, or ſcorching heat? 


He knows the hardſhips, knows the pain, 
The length of way, but thinks it ſmall ; 

The ſweets of what he hopes to gain, 

Undaunted, make him combat all. 


SON G ccLXxXxV. 
By Mr. Reinhold. 
WHEN : a maid, in way of Acre, 


Firſt is courted by a man, 
Let'un do the beſt he can, 

She's ſo ſhame-fac'd in her carriage, 
'Tis with pain the ſuit's began. 


Tho'f may hap me likes him mainly, 
Still ſhe ſhams it coy and cold; 
Fearing to confeſs it plainly, 
Leſt the folks ſhould think her bold. 


But the parſon comes in ſight, 
Gives the word to bill and coo; 

Tis a different ſtory quite, | 
And ſhe e buckles too. 


80 N4 


1 
8 O NG CCLXXXVI. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 
TRUST me, would you taſte true pleaſure, 


Without mixture, without meaſure, 
No where ſhall you find the t: eafure 
Sure as in the ſylvan ſcene ; 


Bleſt, who, no falſe glare requiring, 

Nature's rural ſweets admiring, 

Can, from groſſer joys retiring, 
Seek the ſimple and ſerene, 


SONG CCLXXXVIL. 
. = 
Sung by Mr. Shuter. 


7 OU vile pack of vagabonds, what do yow 
a mean ? 
I'll maul you, raſcallions, 
Ye tatter-demallions— 
If one of you comes within reach of my cane, 
Such curſed aſſurance, 
»Tis paſt all indurance, 
Nay, nay, pray come away, 
They're lyars and thieves, 
And he that believes, 
Their fooliſh predictions, 
Will find them but fictions, 
A bubble that always deceives. 


* * 

SONG ceLXXxXVIII. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks. 

12 me fly——hence tyrant faſhion, 


Curb in them each generous paſſion, 
Ev'ry motion keep in awe, 


Shall I in my trammels going, 
Quit the idol of my heart; 
While it beats, all fervent glowing : 
With my life P11 ſooner part. 


SONG CCLXXXIX. 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


W HEN you meet a tender creature, 

Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 

Full of kindneſs and good-nature, 
Prove as kind again as ſhe; 

Happy mortal! to poſſe ſs her, 

In your boſom warm ard prels her, 

Mo:ning, noon, and night careſs her, 
And be fond, as fond can be. 


But if one you meet that's froward, 
Saucy, jilting, and untoward, 
Should you act the whining coward, 
Tis to mend her ne'er the whit; 
Nothing's tough enough to bind her, 
Then agog, when once you find her, 
Let her go, and never mind her; 
Heart alive, you're fairly quit. 


Teach to ſervile minds your law.; 


SONG 
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( 77) 
Sung by Mrs, Thompſon, 


CAN | what a ſimpleton was IT, 

O To make my bed at ſuch a rate; 
Now lay thee down, vain fool, and cry, 
Thy true love ſeeks another mate. 
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No tears, alack, 
Will call him back, 
No tender words his heart allure ; 
I could bite | 
My tongue, thro? ſpite 
Some plague bewitch'd me, that's for ſure, 
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SONG CCXCt 


| Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 


H leave me in pity, the falſhood I ſcorn, 
For ſlander the boſom untainted defies; 
But rudeneſs, and inſult, are not to be borne, 
Tho? offer'd by wretches we've ſenſe to de- 
A 
Of women defenceleſs, how cruel the fate, 
Paſs ever ſo cautious, ſo blameleſs her way; 
IIl- nature and envy lurk always in wait, 
And innocence falls to their fury a prey. 


SONG 


E 
SONG ccxcn. * 
By Mrs. Baker. | Pla 


WHo'll buy good luck, who'll buy, who'll boy: 
The gypſey's favours, ——here am 1! Ha 
Thro' the village, thro? the town, s 
What charming ſav'ry ſcrags we'll earn; Do 
Clean ſtraw ſhall be our beds of down, 4 
And our withdrawing- room a barn. 


Young and old, and grave and gay, 

The miſer, and the prodigal; 

Cit, courtier, bumkin, come away, 
I warrant we'll content you all. 


SONG CCXCil. 
By Mr. Dyer. Pi 


W HO upon the oozy beach | | 

Can count the num'rous ſands that lie, I*4- 
Or diſtinctly reckon each Pi 
Tranſparent orb that ſtuds the (ky ? BY 
As their multitude betray, 

And fruſtrate all attempts to tell; 

So *tis impoſſible to ſay, 

How much I love, I love ſo well. 
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By Mr. Reinhold. 


HEN hey for a frolickſome life! 
Pll ramble where pleaſures are rife; 
1 Strike 
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Strike up with the free-hearted laſſes, 
And never think more of awife; 
Plague on it, the men are but aſſes, 
101 To run after noiſe and ſtrife. 
Had we been together buekled, 
'Twould have prov'd a fine affair, 
Dogs would have barked at the cuckold, 
And boys pointing cry'd—-leok there. 


SONG CCXCV. 
Duett, by Mr, Mattocks and Mrs. Pinto. 
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Mat. MY life, my joy, my bleſſing, by 

M In thee 3 eee n 4 

All muſt my choice approve: a 

Pin. To you my all is owing, A 

O take the heart o'erflowing 1 

With gratitude and love, 1 

Mat, Thus infolding, , 7 
Pin. Thus beholding, | 


Both, One to my ſoul ſo dear; 
Can there be pleaſure greater, 
Can there be bliſs compleater, 
Tis too much to bear. 
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SONG CCLXXXVIII. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks. 


Teach to ſervile minds your law.; 


Curb in them each generous paſſion, 


Ev'ry motion keep in awe. 


Shall I in my trammels going, 
Quit the idol of my heart; 
While it beats, all fervent Slowieg': 
With my lite I'll ſooner part. 


SONG CCLXXXIX, 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


HEN you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 
Full of kindneſs and good-nature, 
Prove as kind again as ſhe; 
Happy mortal! to poſieſs her, 


In your boſom warm ard prels her, 


Mo: ning, noon, and night careſs her, 
And be fond, as fond can be. 


But if one you meet that's froward, 
Saucy, jilting, and untoward, 
Should you act the whining wad, 
'Tis to mend her ne'er the whit; ; 
Nothing's tough enough to bind her, 
Then agop, when once you find her, 
Let her go, and never mind her ; 
Heart alive, You re fairly quit. 


EL me fly——hence tyrant faſhion, 


SONG 
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s Oo NG CCXC. 
Sung by Mrs, Thompſon, 


| what a ſimpleton was I, 
O To make my bed at ſuch a rate; 
Now lay thee down, vain fool, and cry, 
Thy true love ſeeks another mate. 


No tears, alack, 

Will call him back, 
No tender words his heart allure; 

I could bite 

My tongue, thro? ſpite—— 
Some plague bewitch'd me, that's for ſure, 


$O NO CEXCE 
Srop by Mrs. Pinto. 


H leave me in pity, the falſhood I ſcorn, 
For ſlander the boſom untainted defies; 
But rudeneſs, and inſult, are not to be borne, + 
Tho? offer'd by wretches we've ſenſe to de- 
ſpiſe, 
Of women defenceleſs, how cruel the fate, 
Paſs ever fo cautious, ſo blameleſs her way; 
III- nature and envy lurk always in wait, 
And innocence falls to their fury a prey, 


SONG 
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FAvoURITE SoNGs, ſung at 


8 0 N G CCXCVI. 


Fang by Mrs. Weichſell. 
Set by M.. Hook. 


\IMPLE Strephon, ceaſe comblaloiag; ” 

| Talk no more of fooliſh love ; 
Think not e'er my heart to reign in, 

Think not all you ſay can move. 


Did I take delight to fetter 

Thrice ten thouſand ſlaves a day; 
Thrice ten thouſand times your better 
SGladly would my rule obey, 


Simple Strephon, &c. 
Seek not her who {till forbids you, 
To ſome other tell your moan ; 


Chuſe where'er your fancy leads vou, 
Let Chlorinda but alone. 


Simple Strephon, &c. 


” SONG 
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Ir. vIiA, a Scotch Song, ſung by Mr. Vernon. 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


Love, I doat, I rave with pain, 
] No comfort's in my mind ; 
There ne'er could be a happier ſwain, 
Were Sylvia leis unkind. 


For when (as long her chains I've din) 
I ſeek relief from ſmart 

She only gives me looks of ſcorn: 
Alas ! *rwill break my heart. 


My rival, rich in worldly ſtore, 
May offer heaps of gold; 

But ſurely I a heaven adore, 
Too precious to be ſold. 


Can Sylvia ſuch a coxcomb prize 
For wealth, and not deſert, 

And my poor ſighs and tears deſpiſe ? 
Alas! *rwill break my heart, 


When, like ſame panting hov” ring dove, 
for my bliſs contend, 

Aid plead the cauſe of eager love, 
She coldly calls me friend. 


ah! Sylvia, thus in vain you ſtrive 
To att a healer's part; 

Twill keep but ling'ring pain alive, 
Alas! —and break my heart. 
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But, Sylvia, when this conqueſt's won, 
And I am dead and coid, 

| Renovnce the cruel deed you've done, He 

Nor glory when 'tis told. 


Inf 
For ev'ry lovely gen'rous maid 
Will take my injur'd part, He 
And blame thee, Sylvia, I'm afraid, 
For breaking my poor heart, In 
SONG CCXCVIII. Ho 
ParTy of the HIII. In 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Hook, He 
ENUS, queen of ſoft delight, ba 
Accept a ſuppliant's prayer, 
Who withes to attend the rites 
In which thy vot'ries ſhare : 
Inſpire his tongue with gentleſt airs, 
| Yet void cf art or ſkill, 
Whilſt he his unfeign'd love declares 
For Patty of the Bill, c 


W hat ſtrains, O Goddeſs! muſt bs find 
To melt her frozen heart, 
Since words can ne'er expreſs his mind, v1 


Nor e'er his pain impatrt ? ! 
Unle!s thy ſon ſhall aid bis lays, 

And love in ker inſtill, Vi, 

In vain will prove his artleſs praiſe | 

Of Patty of the Hill. By. 

| J 


4 183 


Her cheeks with roſe and lilly vies, 
Her breath with ſweet woodbines ; 

Inferior far unto her eyes 

„The ſparkling diamonds ſhine : 

Her voice excels the linnet's notes, 
Exceeds the thruſh's ſtile; 

In vain they ſtrive to raiſe their notes 
Like Patty's of the Hill. 


Mow ſhall T paint her tender mind, 
(The charms 1 moſt adore) 

in her 1s ev? ry virtue join'd 
That paiſion can inſpire. 

Her ſoul the graces all reine, 
She bends to reaſon's will; 

I'd freely all the world reſign 
For Patty of the Hill. 


8 NG Lexeix. 


ApvicE to the LADIES. 
dung by Mrs, Weichſell. Set by Mr. Potter, 


O ULD you with to gain a lover, 
You ſhou!d all your - hopes conceal ; 
Men inconſtant will diſcover 
What too oft our ſex reveal. 


Virtue teaches wiſe diſcretion, 
Fickie men are full of arts; 
By a thoughtleſs ſond confeſſion 
They ſeduce and Real our hearts, 
Would you wiſh, &c. 
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( 154 ) 
Shun, O ſhun ther. ſoft perſuaſion, 
Let not tears your paſſion move, 
But embrace the firſt occaſion, 
When convinc'd they truly love. 
Would you wiſh, &c. 


8 
8 O N 8 b bh 57 
The YOUNG SHEPHERD, T 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr, Potter. 


] 4m a young \-pherd, the pride of the plain, Ae 
Pe laſſes all ftrive my affections to gain; 
I'm teaz'd by young Phillis, young Bridget, and 

Sue; [ do! 

Say, what would you have ſach a young ſhepherd 


] cannot be eaſy wherever I go, 

Nor know I the reaſon they follow me ſ9; 
. N81 I am ſure, you will readily own, 
That tho' J refuſe, they won't let me alone. 


Laſt night at the wake, when I denc'd on the 
green, 


Such num bers came round me as never was ſcen;lifÞ ©! 
To be teaz'd in this manner no mortal can bear, Le 
So | fix'd upon one who is lovely and fair, 

Her eaſe and good nature, I vow and proteſt, H 
Have gain'd my z ffection beyond all the reſt; J 
She has wit, youth and beauiy, the paſſions tog, 


move, 14 
And at laſt ]Þ m afraid 1 am ſmitten with love. 


SONG 
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SQ NG Cee. 
The MILE Main. 


3 by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr, Potter. 


WAS at the cool and fragrant hour, 
When the evening ſteals upon the ſky, 
That Suſan choſe the wood bine ſhade, 
And William taught that grove to ſigh : 


ie ſwecteſt damſel the on all the plains, 
ain, ae ſofteſt lover he of all the ſwains. 
"2 He took her by the lilly hand, 


Which oft had made the milk look pale, 
Her cheeks with modeft bluſhes glow'd, 
As thus he breath'd his tender tale; 
he liſt'ning ſtreams a while forgot to flow, 
he doves to murmur, and the breeze to blow.) 


« O ſmile, my fair, thy dimple ſmiles. 
„Shall lengthen on the ſetting ray; 
hol Thus let us mel: the hours in YT 
„Thus ſweetly languiſh life away; 
en; Thus figh ourſelyes into each other's breaſt, 
bear Loving as turtles, and as turtles bleft,” 


She fiph'd and bluſh'd, a ſweet conſent, 
1 He tbank'd her on hy s bended knee, 
q. And warmly preis'd her virgin lip; 
: Was ever youth {2 bleſt as he? 
ie moon to light the lovers homeward roſe, 
re, Did Philomela lull'd them to repoſe. 
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SONG Ce. 

UNDER THE ROSE, 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Potter, 
AST Midſummer eve, as I paſs'd thre” ! 


grove, 
met with young Phillis, the goddeſs of love; 
My heart was tranſporced, you well may ſuppa i 
gave her a kiſs—but 'tWas under the Reſe. 


She ſtarted and bluſn'd, and repiy'd with a from 

„Don't fancy, young twain, J'Ii be kiſs'd by 
clown ; 

„'m Jov'd. by young Strephon—ſee vonder! 
. 

Sill I gave her a kiſs—but *twas under the N. 


„Come, come, deareſt charmer,”” I tender 
cry*d, | 

« ] care not for Streph-n ; I'll not be deny'd. 

Hc's faiſe to young Phillis, be very well knoy 


0 K7 heart is right honeſt, tho? under the Rahe, 


„f Strephen be falſe, what has Phillis to do! 
(She auſwer d in ang ut :h) No men ſure : 
the. 
« © yes, my dear girl; (I reply'd) don't fo 
poſe: | 
« But Damon is conſtant, tho' under the Roſe. 


f you love me, (ihe cry'c) here then free 
ve 


My leart and affection as long as I live.? 


1 ed. her to Chu:ch, and ſhe does nor wa e 
But Damon is conſtant, tho! under the Roſe. 
| SON 


A TRr1o, ſung by Mrs. Pinto, Mrs, Weichſell, 
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SONG CCCINL. 


The .SHEPHERD's FESTIVAL, 


and Mr. Vernon. 
Ser by Mr. Potter. 


CHORUS, 


ITHER come, 
To the ſound of the drum; 
Pleaſure courts you out to joy, 
Let us then the gift employ. 
Mrs Weichſell. 
Under fragrant roſy bow'rs, 
Lovers paſs the fleeting hours; 


Nymphs and ſhepherds now are ſeen 
Dancing on the chequer'd green, 


CHORUS, 
Hither come, &c. 
Mr. Vernon. 
Ey yon hedge-row's pleating ſhade, 
View each jolly toping blade : 
Bacchus lends his pow'r divine 
In a goblet full of wine. 


CHORUS. 
Hither come, &c. 


Mis. Pinto. 
All are happy, all ate gay, 
Such the bliſs of blooming May; 
Hither haſte, ye ſons of mirth, 
Joy and pleaſure here have birth. 


Chorus. Hither come, &c. 
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SONG CCelv. 
The ENCLISsH PADLOCK, 
A favourite Song, Jung by Mr. Vernon. 
\INCE artiſts, who ſue for the trophies of 


fame, 
Their wit, and their aſte, and their genius pro- 
claim, x 
Attend to my ſong, where you'll certainly find 
A ſecret diſclos'd for the good of mankind ; 
And deny it who can, ſure the laurel's my doe 
I've found out a padlock to keep the wife true. 


Should the amorous goddeſs preſide o'er your 
dame, [flame : 

With the ardours of youth all her paſſions in- 

Should her beauty lead captive each ſofter de- 
ſire, 

And languiſhing lovers ill ſigh and admire ; 

Yet fearleſs you'd truſt her, tho* thouſands may 
ſue, 

When I tell you my padlock to keep a wife true. 


Tho' the huſband may think that he wiſely re- 
ſtrains, 

With his bars and his bole” his confinement and 
chains; 

How fatally weak muſt their artifice prove, 

Can fetters of ſteel bind like fetters of love ? 

Throw jealouſy hence, bid ſuſpicion adieu, 

Reſtraint' s not the padlock to keep a vile true. 


Should 


3 * 


Should ber fancy invite to the park or the play, 


All complying and kind, you muſt give her her 
| way : 
While her taſte and her judgment you fond!y 
approve, 
Tis reaſon ſecures you the treaſures of love: 
And, believe me, no coxcomb ad miſſion can find, 
For the fair-one is ſafe, if you paclock her mind. 


Tho” her virtues with foibles ſkould frequently 
blend, 

Let the buſbapd be loft in the lover and friend ; 

Let doubts and ſurmiſes no longer perplex, 

Tis the charms of indulgence that ſuits the ſoft 

| lex . | 

They ne'er can prove faiſe, while this maxim?s 
in view, 

Good-humour' s the DG to keep a wife true. 


8 O N G CCCvV. 
The Goop FELLOW. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr, Bates, 


ISTANT fly thee, carping care, 
From the ſpot where [ do dwell : 
R:gid mortals, come not there, 
Frowns, be gone to hermit's cell: 
But let me live the life of ſouls, 
With love, and laugh, and tlowing bowls, 


Miſer, with thy wy pelf, 
[ give *gainſt thee my hate its icope ; 
W retch, that liv'ſt but for thyſelf, 
With heart of ruſt that cannot ope: 
| 25 Fly, 
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Fly, bird of night, from ſun and ſouls, 
That love and laugh o' er flowing bowls, 


Who can let the penſive go, 
Or the eye that drops a tear, 
And not weed their minds of woe, 
May not dare to peep in here : 
Who can't be friends, can ne'er be ſouls, 
Nor &er ſhall quaff our flowing bowl:. 


Joys on joys, O let me taſte, 
Health and mirth dwell in my gate, 
Whilſt with eaſe my ſand doth waſte, 
Whilit I bleſs the book of 'fate, 
That lets me live the life of ſouls, 
With love, and laugh, and flowing bowls, 


8 © N-G-CCCVI. 
Jocxty axp JENNY. 
; Sung by Mrs. Pinto, Set by Mr. Bates. 
8 Jockey and Jenny ſat in the cool ſhade, 


maid : 
She bluft'd, and he cry d,. Dear Jockey, with 
thee [ free.” 
% My life, tho' in bondage would ſeem to be 
Then Jockey to Jer ny, bis peſſion to prove, 
Her hand gently kiſs%d, his eyes darting love, 
Cry'd out in a tranſport, —** Was ever a pair 


80 happy as jockey and Jenny the fair?“ 


Cortent with each other, in humble retrcat, 


They court not new beauties, norenvy the gieat; 
| Hel 


Young Jockey was happy, and happy the 


A. 


; 
I! 
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He'll not quit his nymph, nor the nymph quit 


her ſwain, 
For pleaſure that's falſe, or for riches to gain : 
He breathes the ſoft pipe— her voice tunes the 
ſong, [along ; 


Or they hand in hand walk the green vallies 


Content with true pleaſure their footſteps attends, 
For Jockey and Jenny are lovers and friends, 


While rovers leave Sylvia for Chloe's bright 


eyes, 

Then Amynta purſues and fair Chloe deſpiſe; 

The pure flame of love in their breaſts will ne'er 
burn, - [their turn ; 

And their nymphs learn from them to be falſe in 

While Jockey and Jenny, beneath their thatch'd 

pf - es 
Are ſtrangers to care, and bleſs fate for their lot: 


Ye pay ones, and fair, would you true pleafure 


ſhare, 


Be conſtant like Jockey ind Jenny the fair, 


SONG cœcvn. 


The Falk-Stx vindicated. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr, Bates, 


H E goodneſs of women, ſome men wil | 


diſpute, 
And I ſhall their arguments fairly confate'; | 
Undeniably prove that they do what they ought, 
And ſey what you will, they are never in fault. 


You ſometimes object to their voluble tongues, 


That they harra's your ears, and dcſtroy their 


own lungs; | 
Should 


( 192 ) 


Should they talk (pretty creatures) from morn- 
| ing till night, 
From fifteen to fifty they are all in the right. 


If reſentment againſt the fair-ſex you conceive, 
Give attention to ſlanders, and flanders believe; 
Behold their ſweet faces---reſentment will fly, 
Vexation turn pleaſure, and jealouſy die. 


know, 


But it muſt be a falſehood, becauſe one ſo fair, 
So lovely and kind, was too good to go there, 


No more at theſe charmers, ye unthinking, rail, 
But o'er your barbarity. let *em prevail ; 
Perfection to kings and to females belong, 

For women (like monarchs) can never do wrong. 


SONG CCCVIIL 
The HAPPY Pain, 
Set by Mr, Hook. 


T dewy dawn, as o'er the lawn 
A Young Jockey early ftray'd, 
He chanc'd to meet with Jenny week, 
That bluoming lovely maid : 
Her checks fo red, with bluſhes ſpread, 
Shew'd like the break of day; 
zer modeſt look the ſhepherd cook, 
She flole his heart away, 


Sang by Mrs. Weiſchel. 


With 


The poets ſtrange tales tell of Orpheus, you 


How he went for his wife to the regions below; 


„ — 


jth tender air he woo'd the fair, 
And movingly addreſt; 

For love divine can clowns refine, 
And warm the colder breaſt. | 
er eyes he prais'd, and fondly gaz'd = 
On her enchanting face, | 


here innocence and health diſpenſe 
Each blooming roſy grace. 


'oung Jenny's breaſt, Love's pow'r confeſt, 
And felt an equal fire ; 


(or had ſhe art to hide her ſmart, 

Or check the fond defire, 
ymen unites in bliſsful rites 

The fair, the matchleſs two ; 
Ind wedlack ne'er could boaſt a pair 
More loving, or more true. 


SONG - CCCIX, 


RonDEAU, 
Sung by Mrs. Smith. Set by Mr. Smith, 


PHO? the winds are whiſtling round me, 
And the midnight rains deſcend, 

anful fear ſhall ne'er confound me, 

Guardian love will be my friend. 


light! how much I can defy thee ! 
Laugh at all thy negro train ! 

hay returning, Damon's nigh me. 
Storms may beat, but beat in vain. 


Tho? the winds, &c, 
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On my ſhepherd fond reclining, 


Pleaſing ſafety ſooths my breaſt; 


Welcome winds to peace inclining! 


Winds that Jull to downy reſt ! 
Tho” the winds, &c. 


SONG CCCX. 


Sung by Mrs. Smith. Set 2 Mr. Smith. 


E gliding minutes, Meet move, 
Bring to my wiſhing arms my love; 
But when he comes to crown my eaſe, 


Ve then may loiter as you pleaſe. 


But ſwifter now than light'ning move, 
For much I long to meet my love. 


SONG CCCXI. 


A PASTORAL BALLAD. 


Sung by Mrs. Smith, Set by Mr. Smith, 


Y Colin leaves fair London town, 
Its pomp and pride and noile ; 
With eager haite he hies him an. 
To taſte of rural joys. 
Soon as my much-lov'd ſwain's in fight 
My heart 1s mad with glee; 
I never know ſuch true delight 
As when he comes to me. 


How ſweet with him all day to rove, 
And range the meadows wide 

Nor yet leſs ſweet the moon-light grove, | 
All by the river's fide ! 


99 
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he gaudy ſeaſons paſs away, 
How ſwift, when Colin's by! 
ow ſwiftly glides the flow'ry May! 
How faſt the ſummers fly ! 


hen Colin comes to grace the plains, 
An humble crook he bears; 
le tends the flock like other ſwains, 

A ſhepherd quite appears, 

in the verdant month of May, 

The rake is all his pride; 
e helps to make the new-mown hay 
With Moggy by his ſide. 


ainſt yellow Autumn's milder reign, 
His ſickle he prepares; | 
le reaps the harveſt on the plain, 

All pleas'd with rural cares. 


"ith jocund dance the night is crown'd, 


When all the toil is o'er, 
ith him T trip it on the ground, 
With bonny ſwains a ſcore, 


hen winter's gloomy months prevail, 


If Colin is but here, 

lis jovial laugh and merry tale, 

To me are muckle cheer, 

he folk that chuſe in town to dwell, 
Are from my envy free; 

or Moggy loves the plains too well, 
And Colin's all to me. 
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SONG CCCXIF. 
A HuxTING Soxo, 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Smith. 


Recitative Accompanied. 
E E! ſee, Aurora *gins to rife, 
And paints with ruddy ftreaks the ſkies ! 


Ere Phoebus does his beams diſplay, 
Let's to our jocund ſports away. 


1 


TI rouze the game with hound and horn, 


With chearful cries I wake the moin ; 
Who riſing with her roſy face, 

Enjoys the glory of the chace. 

See the ſwift ſtag flies o'er the ground, 
And hills, and dales, and woods reſound, 
Whilſt health and joy lead on the train, 
Provoke the chace and ſcour the plain: 
And join,“ the jovial ſportſman cries, 
Till the ſtout prey, o'ertaken— dies.“ 


SONG Cecxim. 
ADviICE to the FAIR. 


Sung by Maſter Buſby. Set by Mr. Battiſhall 


FO reaſon, ye fair-ones, afſert vour pretence, 
Nor hearken to language beneath com mai 
ſenſe: | 
When angels men call ye, and homage woull 
ay, 
If you credit the ak you're as faulty as they. 
Ten 
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Ten thouſand gay ſcenes ate preſented to view, 


Ten thouſand oaths ſwore, but not one of them 
true; 


Such paſſions, O heed not, unleſs to deride, 
Left a victim you fall to an 1ll-grounded pride. 


Prefer ye the dictates of virtue to ſound, 


True bleflings can ne'er without goodneſs be 
found; 


Leave folly and folkions, miſguiders of youth, 
And ſtick to their oppoſites, freedom and truth. 


SONG CCCALV. 
BALL AD; 
Sung by Maſter Buſby. Set by Mr. Worgan. 


ENTLE ladies, kindly ſtay, 
You need not ſurely run Oy 3 3 


I can do no mortal harm, 


I'm too young to raiſe alarm. 


Not a Cupid arm'd with darts, 

To wound your ſtill unguarded hearts ; 
Nor a ſwain your breaſts to move, 

Or who knows the thing call'd love. 


Safely I may here abide, 

You ſhall never need to chide ; 
I will run, or fly, or ftay, 
Ladies, will you take me, ſay ? 


Bat if love hereafter deigns 


To fill with warmth thele little veins ; 
What I can, I fill will do, 
Then I'll ſerve both love and you. 


„ SONG 
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SONG CCCXV. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Vincent, 


UPID, from his fav'rite nation, 
Care and envy will remove ; 

; Jealouſy, that poiſons paſſion, 

And deſpair, that dies for love. 


Gentle murmurs, ſweet complaining, 
Sighs that blow the fire of love; 
Soft repulies, kind difdaining, 
Shall be all the pains you prove. 


Ev*ry ſwain ſhall pay his duty, 
Grateful ev'ry nymph ſhall prove ; 
And as theſe excel in beauty, 
Thoie mall be renown'd for love. 


SONG _ CCCXVI. 
Sung by Mrs, Weichſel. 
Set by Signior Giordani. 


OW blithly all the live-long day, 
The featner'd warbiers ſing; 
On ev'ry buſh they chaunt their lay, 
Or teil on ſoaring wing. 


Tis joy that fills the vocal race, 
All uncoafin'd and free 

We'll bleſs the roof from place to place, 
How iweet is liberty! 


SONG 


82 


T 
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SONG CœcxvlI. 
A favourite RoN DEA. 


Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Signor Giordani, 


\Latt'ring hopes the mind deceiving, 
F Eaſy faith too often cheat; 
Woman fond and all-believing, 

Loves and hugs the dear deceit. 


Empty ſhow of pomp and riches, 
Cupid's trick to catch the fair; 

Lovely maid too oft bewitches, 
Flatt'ry 1s the beauty's ſnare. 


Flatt'ring hopes, &c. 


58 ON G CCCXVII. 
| COWDEN Knows. 
Sung by Mrs. Smith. New ſet by Mr. Smith, 


HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed 
Sing their ſucceſs ful loves; 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 
And malic pills the groves : 
But my lov d-ſong is then the broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows; 
For ſare fo ſweet, ſo fair a bloom, 
Eliewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart ; 
No ſhepherd er that dwelt on Tweed 
Couid play with half ſuch art ; 5 
— 


(5200 


He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 
The hills and dales all round, 

Of Leader-baughs, and Leader. ſide, 
Oh, how I bleſt the ſound !, 


Yet more delightful is the broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows, 5 
For ſure ſo freſh, ſo bright a bloom LT 
Elſewhere there never grows. (ol 7". 4; * 5 
Not Tiviot Braes, ſo green and gay, 
May with this Broom compare; Po _ 
Nor Yarrow banks in flow'ry Max. 


Nor Buſh-a-boon Traquair. 


More pleaſing far are Cowden Knows, 
My peaceful happy home; 

Where I was wont to milk my ewes, 
At eve among the broom : 

| Ye pow'rs that haunt the woods and plains, 

Where T'weed and Tiviot flows, 

Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 
And my lov'd Cowden Knows. 


SONG CCCXIX. 
Sung by Mrs. Weiſchel. Ser by Mr. Hook, 


N ev*ry tree, in ev' ry plain, 

I trace the jovial ſpring in vain 3 
A ſickly languor veils mine eyes, 
And faſt my waining vigour flies : 
Nor flow'ry plain, nor budding tree, 
That ſmile on others, ſmile on me. 
Mine eyes from death ſhall court repoſe, 
Nor ſhed a tear before ny cloſe. 


What 


E 0 F 


What bliſs to me can ſeaſons bring, 
Or what the needleſs pride of ſpring ? 
The cypreſs bow that ſuits the bier, 
Retains its verdure all the year : 

Tis true, my vine ſo freſh and fair, 
Might claim awhile my wonted care; 
My rural ſtore ſome pleaſure yield, 

So white a flock, ſo green a field. 


SONG N 


Venus and Diana, a Cantata. - if 


Sung. by Mrs. Smith Set by Mr. Smiths - | 5 


Recitative Accompanied. 


AIR Venus left her bleſt abodes, they ſay, 
And to the woodlands once purſu'd her 
way; 
There ſought Diana; and in ſoothing ſtrains, 10 
She thus implor'd the queen of woods and plains. 
"ATR | 
The chace's joys I wiſh to know, = 
Like Diana to be dreſt; " BY 
With thee, thro? toils oh Jet me go! 5 
An huntreſs all confeſt! 
Take, take me in thy chearful train, 
(Let Cupid ſhare the day) 
I long to hunt the wood and _ 
O'er hill and far away. 
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DIANA. 
AI n. 


Forbear to aſk me, Qyeen of Love! 
(Diana quick replies) 

Oh! hie thee to thy Paphian grove, 
| To taſte of ſofter joys, 


Our din would burt thy tender ear, 
Thy feet are ſlow of pace: 
Our toils would fill thy heart with fear ; 
| Forego the fatal chace. 


| Keep, keep thee with thy ſon away, 
Nor urge the ſuit in vain ; 

Neo more my, nymphs would own my ſway, 
If love ſhou'd Join my train, 


A PasToraL DIALOGUE. 


' Sang by Mr. Vernon and Mrs. Smith, 
Set by Mr. Smith. 


1 Hk. 
War tempts you ſo late, my ſweet mziden 
t9 rove, 
So far and alone, to this deep haunted prove ? 
Night comes, on apace, and with me you ſhail go, 
Tis not ſafe to be here, and you mult not ſay no. 
; SHE, 
Rude ſhepherd, forbear, and this moment be 
| gone, 
How dare you come near me ? nay, let me alone: 
All day have I waited my Thyrſis to meet! 
Hark ! I think I can hear the ſweet ſound of his 
feet! N 
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H k. 
Some rival now keeps your falſe ſhepherd away, 
In the vale I expected my nymph all the day: 
Since cheated alike, let us try to agree, 
III take you for Sylvia, for Thyrſis take me. 


SHE. 
Ah! fill not my boſom with jealouſy's pain! 
How can I fo ſoon think ſo ill of my ſwain ? 
But if he is falſe to his nymph in the grove, 
What, what can I do with a ſhepherd or love ? 


H E. | | 
Is not that the good Thyrſis who trips it along? 
How fond he of Daphne, and Daphne's ſweet 
a: 
You ſure muſt believe what ſo plainly you 'ſpy, 
Come, ſay that you now are as willing as I, 
SHE, | 
Then take me at once, whilſt I'm yet in the 
I | ; | 
Thro' ſpite I fay yes, but in time may be kind; 
I'll love, when I can, if you ſwear to be true, 
Now, ſhepherd, I'm ready; falſe Thyrſis, adieu! 
„ 
Tis beſt, ye gay ſnepherds and nymphs, not to 
mind, | 
Tf a Sylvia or Thyrſis is falſe and unkind ; 
For chance in a moment the loſs may repair, 
You may do full as well, 'tis a crime to de- 
ſpair. | 1 
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| SONG CCCXXI.. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Se: by Mr. A Fiſher, 


Entle ſhepherd, ſooth my ſorrow, * 
Kindly, kindly come to-morrow; 

Let no loitering cares delay thee, 

Let no other pleaſures ſtay thee. V 


Soon return with joy to charm me, 
Come, left painful thoughts alarm me: Wh 
Smiling love, reſtore my rover, 

Haſte, thou kind, yet cruel lover. 


Gentle ſhepherd, &c, 
SONG CCCXXUL. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. 
Ser by Mr. Baumgarten. 


TREAMS that ſoftly, murm'ring flow, 
. At the fertile mountain's foot; 

| Flow'rs that ſweetly, beauteous grow, 
At th' exalted beach's root: | 


When the northern blaſts roar high, 
And the thunder ſtorm is near: 
& Raiſe their heads towards the ſky ; 
© See its threat*nings without fear. 


| Thus humility may calmly ſmile, 
When ambition trembling meets the ſpoil. 


SONG 
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SONG CCCXXIV. 


A favourite CANTATA. 


Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Ser by Mr. Phil, Hayes. 


Recitative Accompanied. by HY 
Here'er I turn my raviſh'd eyes, 1 
Enchanting ſcenes of viſion riſe; 4 
As gay as erſt in golden times, * 
When nature bleſs'd alike all climes. A 
Ak: | | 1 
dee how the beauteous bluſhing roſe | „ 
In vernal pride unrival'd glows ! . 
and flow'rs ſpontaneouſly diſpenſe 9 
Unwanted fragrance to the ſenſe. "Mt 
Recitative Accompanied; 1 
But hark ! what muſic ſtrikes mine ear! 4 
duch charming ſounds methinks I hear, i 
\; ſure beſpeak the goddeſs near: 1 
ind ſee ! fair Flora on her way it 
advance, to chaunt the hymn of May! 91 
| A 1 K. 5 
Hail, bounteous May, that doſt inſpire 4 
Mirth, and youth, and warm deſire! 1 
Woods and groves are of thy dreſſin g, 1 
lil and dale doth boaſt thy blefiing. bi 
| al 
Thus we ſalute thee with our early ſono, 1 
nd welcome thee, and wiſh thee long. . 
. #1 
1 
* | SONG 9 
| 
1 
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SONG CCCXXV. 
PASTORAL BALLAD. 


Set and Jung by Mr. Vernon, 


'TREPHON aroſe at early dawn, 
And ſought as wont his fleecy care ; 


His fleecy care, alas! were gone, 
Nor knew the hapleſs ſhepherd where: | 


In vain each hill, in vain each dale, 


Each dell, each brake he travers'd round ; 


Each pathleſs wood and flow'ry vale, 
But not one lambkin could be found. 


Celia, he cry'd, my flocks are fled, 

How ſhall I c'er thy grief aſſuage? 

How ſhall I cheer thy drooping head, 
If poverty ſhould mark my age ? 


Said ſhe, My love, misfortune's dart 


Is pointed, and is ſpent in vain ; 
While I poſſeſs my ſhepherd's heart, 
I laugh at ills, and ſmile at pain. 


Tho' ev'ry lambkin devious ſtray, 


And grace our envious neighbours fields, 


Nought can thy Celia's ſoul diſmay, 
While Strephon to her breaſt ſhe holds ; 


Said he, My warmeſt thanks, O take, 


Hence ſhalt thou be my only care ; 
If } thy virtues e'er forſake, 
May heav'n regardleſs hear my pray'r. 


If from thy lovely form mine eyes 


Should ſwerve but in the leaſt degree, 
Thy dear idea will ariſe, 
And lead the wand'rer back to thee. 


( 207 ) 
Thus long they liv'd, and long they lov'd, 
And oft I've heard the ſtory told ; 


Kind heav'n their fortitude approv'd. 
And amply fill'd the ſhepherd's feld. 


TONG CCOUXXYVE 
A HIN to the FAIR SEx, 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Potter. 
AST May-day I rambled the meadows 


along, 3 
To hear the ſweet linnet's and goldfinch's ſong; 
When juſt by the cloſe-ſhaded jeſſamine grove, 
| met with young Phillis, the goddeſs of love: 
Tranſported I kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me a ſmile, 
| aſk'd the dear nymph if ſhe'd tarry awhile ; 
0! no, ſhe reply'd ; therefore leave me, I pray, 
For here 'tis unſafe for a maiden to ſtay. 


Dear Phillis, I cry'd, don't refuſe my requeſt, 


Of all nymphs in the village, 'tis you I love 


| WS 
Then why be afraid with your ſhepherd to go 
To the jeſſamine bower ? Still ſhe anſwer'd, No, 
no. | 
You men are deceivers, and love to enſnare, 
And my mother oft told me of men to beware: 
No longer perſuade me, purſue your own way, 
For here tis unſafe for a maiden to ſtay. 


ord bleſs me, cry'd I, you're of late grown a 
prude, h [rude ? 

Do you think, my dear girl, I'll attempt to be 
is the ſeaſon for love; to the grove let's along, 
here PlI tell you a tale, or I'll fing you a ſong ; 
T2 Prithee, 


16 


Prithee, Damon, ſhe cry'd, don't attempt to per- 
| ſuade, 
Or by curning beguile a poor innocent maid ; 
the prove may have charms, now the ſeaſon is 
gay, | 
Put there *tis unſafe for a maiden to lay, 


Well pleas'd with her victhe, I tenderly cry'd, 

Have nothing to fear, for Pil make youmy ride, 

For long Pre beheld you the girl to my mind; 

nen to church let us go—and my Phillis be 
kind. | 

My tale, O ye fair, is a I:ffon for you, 

is maiyiage alone that will prove the ſwain 
true; | 

If before to the grove you're too eafily won, 

The ſwain may be Halle, and the maiden uns 
done. 


SONG CœcxxvII. 
Music, Love, and WINE. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Potter, 


F muſic can charm, and if love can invite, 

No leis, rofy Bacchus, thou giv'ſt me delipht; 
I love them, 'tis true; but my bottle, I ſwear, 
Is at once my beſt friend, and phyfician | of care. 
But would a gay mortal taſte rapture divipe, 
Apollo and Venus with Bacchus muſt join. 


80 N G 


Ce 


SG NU eee. 
The Dovereur LoveR. 
favourite Scotch Ballad. 


gung by Mrs. Weichſel. Ser by Mr. Potter. 


Gay VE aſſerts his pow'rful reign, 
Like a tyrant owns his ſway ; 
Love, tho? fweet, oft gives us pain, 
Sometimes ſad, and | ſometimes gay: 
vince the age of ſweet ſixteen, 
When the men do moſt adore ; 
{to love a ſlave have been, 
#1/s'd and courted o'er and o'er. 


jockey is a bonny ſwain, 
And has ftol'n my heart away; 
stil! J fee] an anxious pain, 
If he's abſent but a day: 
Bat whene'er the blooming boy 
Comes at night upon the green, 
Then my heart is fiil'd with joy, 
Then I'm happy as a queen, 


When the charmer talks of love, 


Doubts and fears diſturb my breaſt; 


doula he e'er inconſtant prove, 


This poor heart will ne'er have reſt: 


He of late is fonder grown, 

And has ſworn to love for life; 
If he? take me for his own, 

1 muſt be young Jockey's wiſe, 


T.z 


SONG. 
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SONG CCCXXALX. 
The PRUDENT SHEPHERDESS. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Potter, 
AS I went to the wake that is held on the 


green, | . 

I met with young Phebe, as blithe as a queen; 

A form ſo divine might an Anchoret move, 

And I found (tho? a clown) I was ſmitten with 
love. 

So I aſk'd for a kiſs, but ſhe bluſhing reply'd, 

Indeed, gentle ſhepherd, you muſt be deny'd. 


Lovely Phœbe, I cry'd, don't affect to be ſhy, 
I vow I will kiſs you—here's no body by ; 

No matter for that, ſhe reply'd, 'tis the ſame, 
For know, filly ſhepherd, I value my fame: 
So pray let me go, I ſhall ſurely be miſs'd ; 
Beſides, I'm reſoly'd that I will not be kife'd. 


Lord bleſs me! I cry'd, I'm ſurpriz'd you re- 
fuſe, ; | | 

A few harmleſs kiſſes but ſerve to amuſe; 

'The month it 1s May, and the ſeaſon for love, 

Sn come, my dear girl, to the wake let us rove : 

No, Damon, ſhe cry'd, I muſt firſt be your wife; 

For now as you court me you'll love me for life, 


Well, come then, I cry'd, to the church let us go, 
But after, dear Phebe muſt never ſay no. 
Do you prove but true (ſhe reply'd) you ſhall find 
PII ever be conſtant, good-humour'd and kind. 
So I kiſs when I pleaſe, for ſhe ne'er ſays {he 
won't, 5 N 
And J kiſs her ſo much, that I wonder ſhe ＋ 
. | SON 2 


he 


th 
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SONG CCCXXX. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Smith. 


ONS of eaſe, be blithe and gay, 
Lull the cares of life away; 
Fly to peaceful whiſpering groves, 
To the graces and the loves. 


But my foul diſdains the j joys, 

Pants for deeds of deathleſs noiſe : 
Love and wine wou'd court my ſtay, 
Glory calls, and I obey, 


Softer pleaſures I diſclaim, 
Welcome honour, welcome fame ! 
Meaner objects I reſign, 

But be valt ambition mine! 


SONG CCCXXXI. 


The IMPRUDENT OHEPHERDESS. A Ballad, 


Sur by Mrs. Weiſchel. Ser by Mr. A. Fiſher, 


E blitheſt lads, and laſſes gay, 
Come liſten to my tale: 
As I one evening lleeping lay, 
Within the flow'ry vale. 
Young Strephon paſling thro' the mead, 
By chance did me eſpy, 
He took his bonnet off his head, 
And gently ſat down by, 


The 


„ 


The ſwain, tho' I moſt dearly priz'd, 
Yet now I would not know, 

But with a frown my face diſguis'd, 
And ſtrove away to go: 

Hut fondly he ſtill nearer preſt, 

And at my feet did lye; 

His beating heart it thump'd ſo faſt, 
I thought the lad would die. 


But ſtill reſolving to deny, 

[ (The ſurer him to gain) 

I bid the Jove-fick ſhepherd fly, 
In words of high diſdain. 

He left me, never to return, 
And to young Jenny flew ; 
While I my foliy daily mourn, | 
For ſighting one ſo true. 


s O NG CCCXXNIL 
PHIILLIS. A new Song. 


Sung by Mr, Vernon, 


\ Youth, whom the bounty of nature had grac'd 
With elegance, eaſe, and refinement of taſte, 
Reſolv'd by the precepts of wiſdom to move, 
And early proclaim'd a defiance with love: 

He ſwore *twas all weakneſs to ſigh, wiſh or care, 
Yet ge 25 with great frankneſs, that Phillis was 
air. 


The virgin was piqu'd at the infidel's boaſt, 

And vow?'d her revenge with the air of a toaſt 
Not that all he had ſad could her paſſions per- 
„ ſex: 
Bat the confident thing had attack'd the whole 
Her 


602135 
Her charms then for con queſi the? gan to prepare, 
And ſmil'd, when ſhe heard him ſay, Phillis was 


1 


* F : f 
+»; 
| 
"pl 


'To learning, for refuge and comfort he ran, bi 
To learning—the busnef- and pleaſure of man; i 
But Phillis diſturb'd all the authors he read, ; 
While ſhe glanc'd by his ftudy, and nodded her I 

head : | 1 
The labours of ages ſoon vaniſh'd in air, 4 
No idea remain'd, ſave, that Phillis was fair. 


To glory he fancy'd the paſſion muſt yield, 

And a vot'ry of glory he ſprung to the field; 

But under his breaſt-plate the little god's 4 

Convey'd ev'ry moment a hint to his heart; 

And forc'd him to own, in a fit of deſpair, 

That he bled but to prove, that his Phillis was 
fair. 


— 


To Bacchus at laſt he ſubmitted his claim, : 

But ſoon was convinc'd, that wine cheriſh'd the 
| flame; | 

Then to Phillis he came, all his errors con feſs'd, 

He knelt at her feet, and begg'd to be bleſs'd: 

The maid gave her hand with a negligent wr, 

And own'd ſhe'd be kind, ſince he ſaid ſhe was 

fair, 
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SONG cœcxxxiI. 


A TRIO. 
Set to Mufic by Dr. Bach. 


HEALTH. 


c Ho Rus. 


T.. us in thy roſy train, 
Lovely health, thou queen of j joy! 


Hence, unwelcome care and pain! 


What can then our bliſs annoy! 
Health, to thee our hopes we raiſe, 
Court thy pow'r, and ſing thy praiſe. 


Arr. Mr. Vernon. 


Hark ! the briſk enliv'ning horn 
Calls to fly o'er hill and dale ; 
Glad we rouze the log! ring morn, 
Take new life at ev? ry gale: 
Rural goddeſs ! deign t' appear, 

All we win will then be here. 


CHORUS 


5 Rural Goddeſs deign t'appear, 


All we wiſh will then be here. 


Arr, Mrs. Smith, 


What the ſweets of wood and plain, 
Fortune's ſmiles, and youth, and fame ? 

Thou not by, they ſhine in vain, 
Taſteleſs all, an empty name: 

Rural Goddeſs ! deign appear, 

All we wiſh will thea be here. 

| CHORUS, 


( 215 ) 
CH URY SS, 


Rural Goddeſs ! deign t'appear, 
All we wiſh will then be here. 


AIR. Mrs. Veichſel. 


Sickly reſt we drive away ! 
Wood-nymphs no, the groves we trace: 
Toil ſhall make us briſk and gay, 
Wake each charm aad blooming grace: 
Sickly reſt we drive away, | 
CHORUS. 
Take us in thy roſy train, 
Lovely health, &c, 


SONG CCCXXXIV. 
May-Day. A TRIO. 
Set to Mufic by Mr. Worgan. 


CHORUS. 
IE E, the roſy-finger'd hours 
Call to ev'ry pleaſing care, 


Flora decks the way wih flow'rs, 


Melting muſie fills the air: 
Hark ! a voice cries, Come away! 
Taſte the joys of ſprightly May. 


A1tr. Mrs. Smith, 
Now's the bliſsful time to rove, 
Where the bubbling waters glide ; 
Thro' the mead, or ſecret grove, 
Fach a mate to grace his fide, 
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Come and taſle the charms of May, 
Love's ſweet joys begin to-day. 


CHORUS. 
Come away, come away! 
Taſte the joys of ſprightly May! 
Arr. Mr. Vernon. 


Scornful nymphs may love deride, 
Dare his will to diſobey; 


Soon he laughs ar all their pride, 


Glad they own his welcome ſway : 
Shout, ye nyinphs and blithſome ſwains, 
Love begins to rule the plains. 


CHORUS, 
Come away, come away! 


Taſte the j joys of ſprightly May! 
AIR. Mrs. Meichſel. 


Come, ye happy rural throng, 


Keep this feſtive month of May, 
Sportive dance, and merry ſong, 

Now fhall wake and cloſe he day; 
Haite, each ſmiling nymph and ſwain, 
Love begins his gentle reign ! 


5 | C H ORUS, \ 
Come away, come away! 


Take the joys of ſprightly. May! 


SONG 
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SON G CCOXXXV. 
Op to SUMMER. A TRIO. | 
Set to Mufic by My. Potter. | 


CHORUS. 


ELCOME, vernal ſummer, here 

Nought but mirth ſhall now appear; 
Muſic, dance, and ſong, and play, | 
Wake the morn, and crown the | 


Ain. Mrs. Smith. 


ritain ! now with rapture ſmile, 
dee, what charms adorn thy iſle; 
eres? gifts are ſcatter'd round, 
lora decks th' enamell'd ground. 
CHORUS. 4 
Welcome, &c, 
Ar R. Mr. Vernon. 
ark ! the birds on ev'ry ſpray, i 
ow they chaunt their am'rous lay; 1 
leaſure fills each warbling grove, : 
''ry breath's the breath of love. 
Welcome, &c. - 
AIR. Mrs. Weichſel. 
ure ſummer's gaily dreſt, 
aving fields with plenty bleſt; 
Il conſpire to give us joy 
et us then the gifts employ. 
CHORUS: -- 
Welcome, &c. : 
| SONG 


(218) 


S ON G Cœcxxxv,. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Bates. 


AS Nanny but a rural maid, 
And J her only ſwain, 
To tend her flocks in verdant mead, 
And on the verdant plain; 
Oh ! how I'd pipe upon my reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely maid : 
While of all ſenſe of care we're ſreed, 
Beneath an oaken ſhade. 


When lambkins under hedges bleat, 
And rain ſeems in the ſky, 
Then to our oaken ſafe retreat 
We'd both together hie! 
There I'd repeat my vows of love 
Uto my charming fair, 
Whilſt her dear flutt'ring heart would prove 
A mind like mine lincere, 


Let others fancy courtly joys, 
I'd live in rural eaſe ; 
Then grandeur, buſtle, pride, and noiſe, 
Could ne'er my fancy pleaſe : 
In Nanny ev'ry joy combines, 
With grace and blooming youth, 
Sincerity and virtue ſhines, 


With modeſty and truth. 


SONG 
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SON G CCCXXXVII. 
„The 8 LIGHTED LovER. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Ser by Mr, Potter, 


OVELY maid, fair beauty's pride, 
Do not thus my bliſs deny; 
Ceaſe my tender love to chide, 
Why fo cruel, Daphne, why ? 


Kindly to my with incline, 

Why will Daphne faithleſs prove? 
Know my ſoul is wholly thine, 

And my heart is form'd for love. 


Why thus flight a faithſul ſwain, 
Who to love was ever true ? 
Why thus give that boſom pain, 
Which ſo long hath ſigh'd for you? 


SONG CCCXXXVII. 


A favourite Song for two Voices. 
Set by Signior Gulli. 


HEN firt I ſaw the graceful maid, 
Ah me! what meant my throbbing 
breaſt ? 
Say, ſoft confuſion, art thou love ? 
If love thou art, then farewel reſt. 


With gentle ſmiles aſſwage the pain 
) _ Thoſe gentle {miles did firſt create; 
And tho? you may not love again, 


Ia pity, ah! forbear to hate. 80 
| 12 SONG 
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SONG cccxxxix. 


SOLICITUDE, A PASTORAL, 


Set by Dy. Arne, 


| HY will you my paſlion reprove ? 


/ Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
E'er I tell you the charms of my love, 
She is fairer than you can ws Fa 
With her mien ſhe enamours the brave; 
With her wit ſhe engages the free; 
With her modeity pleaſes the grave; 

She is ev'ry way pleaſing to me. 


When Celadon tries in the dance 


Some favour with Phillis to find, 
O! how with one trivial glance 
Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind! 
In ringleis he dreſſes his hair, 
And his crook is beſtudded around; 
And his pipe 0 may Phillis beware 
Of h amagic there is in the ſound. 


Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 
So Phillis the trophy deſpiſe; | 
Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, 

So they ſhine not in Phillis's eyes: 
The language that flows from the heart, 
Is a {tranper to Celadon's tongue; 
Yet may ſhe beware of his art, 
Or ſure J mult envy the ſong. 


SONG 
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SONG CCCXL. 
Set by Mr. Bach, 


0 Y my fighs you may diſcover 
What ſoft wiſhes touch my heart ; 


Eges can ſpeak, and tell each other, 
What the tongue cannot impart. 


Bluſhing ſhame forbids revealing "I 
Thoughts your breaſt may ditapprove ; : 
But 'tis hard, and paſt concealing, 
When we truly, raed love. 
[Da Capo. 


S ON _CCCXLL. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne. 


T* vain in ſearch of quiet, 
From place to place I range, 
My reſtleſs cares augmenting, 
No med*cine find in change; 
Delights ſo lately charming, 
Have loſt their pow'r to pleaſe, 
Yet ſomething could I find, 
Methinks would give me caſe, 


SONG CCCXLI. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſell. Set by Mr. Bach. 


RUE Strephon, will you leave me, 
S Will you prove yourſelf forfworn ? 
Will you leave me, cruel Strephon, _ 

Will you prove yourſelf forſworn ? 
U 3 | Can, 
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Can, ah! can you thus deceive me, 
Can you treat my love with ſcorn? 

[ Da Capo. 

O behold your Cloe pleading, | 
Torn and ſee your once-lov'd maid ; 


Let ſoft pity interceding, 
Eaſe a heart your vows betray'd. [Da Capo, 


Muſt J hopeleſs pine and languiſh, 


Frenzy ſeize my tortur'd brain ? 
See, he rriumphs i in my anguiſh, 
Ser, he glories in my pain. 


3 O NG CCCXLIIL 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, Set by Mr. Arne. 


mourn ? 
Thy preſence could eaſe me, 
When neathing could pleaſe me; 
Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the Burn, 
Or through the wood, laddie, until thou return, 


O Sawney, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to 


Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are 
clear; 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing ; 
Yet nane of them pleaſes my eyne or my ear, 


When throw the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell; 


I'm faſh'd wi' their ſcorning, 
Baith ev'ning and morning; 


Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 


When throw the wood, laddie, I wander my ſel, 


Then 


V 
V 


F. | 


'N 


( 223 ) 
Then ſtay, my dear Sawney, nae longer * ; 
But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 
Who's living in languor till that happy day; 
When throw the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing 
and play. 


SONG CCCXLIV. 
The THRussn. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne. Set by Mr. Arne. 


WEET thruſh, that makes the vernal _ 
Sweeter than Flora can appear; 
As Philomel attends thy lay, 
She envies the return of day : 
The tuneful lyre, and ſwelling flate, 
At thy rich warbling ſhall be mute; 
Vocal minſtrel, thy ſoft lay 
Treaſures up and ends the May. 


Hark ! how the blackbird woos bis love, 
The {kill'd muſician of the grove ; 

On thorn as perch'd he nobly ſings, 

A cadence for the ear of kings, 

Sublime and ſoft, gay and ſerene, 

A virginal to hail a queen: 

Nature's muſic thus improves 


All the graces and the loves. 


SONG 
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SONG CCCXLV. 
Sung by Mrs, Baddely. 
Y Jockey was the blitheſt lad 


'T hat ever maiden woo'd ; 
When he appears, my heart is glad, 
For he is kind and good. 

He talks of love whene'er we meet, 
His words with rapture flow ; 
Then tunes his pipe, and fings ſo ſweet, 

1 have no pow'r to go. | 


All other laſſes he forſakes, 
And flies to me alone ; 
At ev'ry fair, and all the wakes, 
I hear them making moan : 
He buys me toys, and ſweetmeats too, 
And ribbands for my hair; 
No ſwain was ever half ſo true, 
Or half ſo kind and fair, 


Where'er I go, I nothing fear, 
If Jockey 1s but by, 
For J alone am all his care, 
When any danger's nigh. _ 
He vows to wed next Whitſunday, 
And make me bleſt for life; 
Can I refuſe, ye maidens, ſay, 
To be young Jockey's wife? 


SONG 


I 
A 


1 
SONG CCCXLVI, 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 


OPELESS lovers, who ſue in vain, 
Whoſe hearts are frozen with cold Aiſdala, 
Learn of Jockey love's plgafing art, 
To quell a beauty's inſolence, and melt her 
heart: 
. He, like you, woald ſigh and pine, 
From Phoebus riſe to his decline : 
T deny'd and reply'd, with ſcornful brow, 
Als Jockey, *twill not do, pr "ythee leave me 
now. 
Gazing, advancing, his eyes love darting, 
Jenny, ſaid he,—one kiſs at parting ; 
- Claſping then my flender waiſt, 
With eager arms he me embrac'd, 
Kifs'd me, call'd on heav'n above 
To reward his conſtant love, 
Partially I ey'd him, 
Faintly I deny'd him, 
My tongue bely'd my heart; 
_ His ſhape; his face, 
And manly grace, 
Strongly took my lover's part; ; 
1 his ſuit approving, 
He my doubts removing, 
With ardour reply'd, 
Pl! haſte to bring 
The wedding ring, 
Lovely Jenny is my bride. 
Hapleſs lovers, mind what I ſins, 
G No cure for diſdain like a kiſs and a ring. 
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SONG CCCXLVIL. 
The CoNnfEsSION. 
Sung, by Mr. Vernon, 


\ Y the fide ofa fiream, at the foot of a hill, 
I met with young Phoebe that lives at the 
mill; 
My heart leap'd with joy at ſo pleaſing a ſight, 
For Phœbe, I vow, is my only delight. 


I told her my love, and ſat down by her fide, 
And ſwore the next morning I'd make her my 
| bride ; 
In anger ſhe ſaid, Get you out of r my ſight, 
And go to your Phillis you met here laſt night, 


Surpriz'd, I reply'd, Pray explain what you 
mean, 

I never, I vow, with young Phillis was ſeen, 

Nor can I conceive what my Phoebe is at; 

O can't you, ſhe cry'd—well, I love you for that, 


Say, did not you meet her la ſt night on this ſpot? 
O Colin! O Colin! you can't have forgot: 

I heard the whole ſtory this morning from Mat; 

| You ftill may deny 1t—l love you for that. 


Tis falſe, I reply'd, deareſt Phoebe, believe, 
For Mat is a rover, and means to deceive ; 

| You know very well, he has ruin'd young Pat, 
And ſure my dear cha:mer muſt hate hyn for 
| that 


Come, 


Jy 


„ 


For evils on evils will conſtantly flow, 


Then chooſe out a laſs with a delicate mind; 


( 227 ) 
Come, come, then, ſhe cry'd, if you mean to be 


kind, [mind ; 
I'll own, 'twas to know the true fate of your 
Tranſported J kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me a pat, 
I made her my wife, and ſhe loves me for that, 


8 O N 6 CCCXLVIIE 
The ROVER RECLAIMED, 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 74 


Rambled about a whole twelvemonth, I vow, 
1 In ſearch of a damſel for life ; 

For roving perplext me, I cannot tell how, 
So! ventur'd at laſt on a wife. | 
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The girls of the town, each rake 4 well 
Know, 
Embitter the pleaſures of life; 
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And make us all wiſh for a wife. 


— 
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A miſtreſs, 'tis true, that's youthful and gay, 
May ſweeten the troubles of life, 

And while ſhe is conſtant, drive forrow away; 
But what is all this to a wife? 
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In wedlock alone true pleaſures we find, 
To gild the rough paſſage for liſe; 


And make the dear charmer a wife. 


And you, O ye fair, be kind to the man 
Who offers to bleſs you for life; 
Be conſtant and true, and as fond as you can; ; 


For theſe are the charms of a wife. 
SON G 
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SON G CCCXLIX, 
The Casvisr. 


Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


 ReciTaATIVE. 
HICH is beſt, ye Caſuiſts, ſay, 


To be grave, or to be gay? At 
Still to weep, and never ſmile, 
f (In the Penſeroſo ſtile) Bu 
So ſit moping like a nun; 
q Or to friſk it in the fun, | v 
Where the ſcenes of mirth are play'd, | Or 
And wo glad appointments made ? 
| AI x. 
If the maid avoids exceſs, Ih 
hBeetter ſing, and dance, and dreſs, | 
And indulge the calls of youth, An 
While ſhe forfeits not her truth: 
|; Rigour and ſevere demean | But 
Are not decent at fixteen ; His 


And the character is loſt, 
Stady'd at good-nature's coſt, 


She that meditates the moſt, 

Is not always virtue's boaſt ; 

Nor the filent and demure, 

Always peaceable and pure: 

5 | While the lively, briſk, and ſmart, 
Have more innocence at heart, 

With a little leſs to dread 

From the miſchicf in their head. 

SONG 


m 
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SONG CCCL. 
Set by My. Samuel Howard. 
ET the nymph ſtill avoid, and be deaf to the 


ſwain, 
Who in tranſports of paſſion affe cts to complain ; 
For his rage, not his love, in his frenzy is 


ſhown ; blown. 
And the blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſoon over- 


But the ſhepherd, whom Cupid has pierc'd to 
the heart, 


Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in the ſmart : 
Or, in plaintive ſoft murmurs, his boſom-felt 


woe, flow. 
Like the ſmooth gilding current of rivers will 


Tho? filent his tongue, he will Egan with his 
eyes, 
And his heart own your ſway in a tribute of 
ſighs; 
But when he accoſts you, in meadow or grove, 
His tale is ſo tender he cooes like a dove. 
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Favourite CanTaras, Ops, Sc. 


S ON G -CCCLE: 8 

CyMod and IpHIGENIA. A Cantata. D 

= | | 3 B. 

Surg by Mr. Beard. Set by Dr. Arne. 0 

| 5 23 H. 

RECITATIVE., | Ot 

EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'r- T'. 
T Pu 

Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, Th 
A c y{al ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, But 


Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe : 
Thither retir'd from Phœbus' ſultry ray, 


And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 1 7 

Cymon a clown, who never dreamt of love, I II 

By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring 
grore; 


He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went, for want of thought: 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 

He gap'd—he ſtar'd- her lovely form ſurvey'd; 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 
Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue. 


AIX. 
The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 


Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 


21 
Completes the rural ſcene, 
Completes the rural ſcene; 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd d, 
Too lovely Iphigene, 
Too lovely Iphigene. 


RECiTATIVE, 
She wakes and ſtarts—poor Cymon trembling 
| ſtands ; 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear; 
Where honour's preſent, ſore no danger's near, 
Half-rais'd, with gentle accent ſhe replies, 
Oh, Cymon! if 'tis you, I need not riſe : 
r- Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain ; 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. 
The clown, tranſported, was not ſilent I 
But thus with extacy purſu'd his long 


A 


Thy jetty loc ks, that careleſs break 
In wanton ringlets down thy neck; 
ing] I by love-inſpiring mien, 
| Thy love-inſpiring mien; 
it, | Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
it: | And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, 
I die for Iphigene, 


ö 


5 | | RECITATIVRE. 
| \maz'd ſhe liſtens, ror can trace from whence 
he former clod is thus inipir'd 1 ſenſe 
Ple gazes—finds him comely, tal, and ſtratt, 
and thinks he might improve his aukward gait; 
Com: 15 X 2 Pics 
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ö 
Eids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 
At the ſamę hour, to meet his faithful friend. 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead 3 
Aud nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed, 


A1R, 


Love's a pure, a ſacr:d fire, 
Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire 

Love can rage itſelf controul, 

And elevate the human ſoul : 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate 
Had made our lives of too long date 
But bleſt with beauty, and wich love, 
Eleſt with beauty, and with love, 

We taſte what angels do above, 
What angels do above. 


SONG CCCLI. 


The DusT-CaRrT, A Cantata, 


BDECITATIVE. : + 
As tinkering Tom thro? ſtreets his trade did 


J cry, 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing by; 
In duſt-cart high advanc'd the nymph was plac'd, 
With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt; 
Tom with up-lifted hands th' occaſion bleſt, 
And thus in ſoothing ſtrains the nymph addreſt. 
1 AIX. 
Oh Sylvia, while you drive your carts, 


To pi k up duſt, you (teal our hearts, 
You take our duſt, and ſteal, our hearts, 


That 


> I H 


"hail 


. 7 
That mine is gone, alas! is true, 


And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dwells, &c. 


Oh, lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain, 
Give me the heart you ſtole again, 

Give me my heart, out of your cart, 

Give me my heart you ſtole again. 


RECITATIVE. 
Sylvia advanc'd above the rabble rovt, 
Exulting, roll'd her ſparkling eyes about; 
She heav'd her ſwelling breaft, as black as oe, 
And look'd diſdain on little folks below: 


To Tom ſhe nodded as the cart drove on, 


And then, reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, Stop, 
lohn. 
A1Rks 


Shall , who ride above the reſt, 

Be by a paltry crowd oppreſt ? 

Ambition now my ſoul does fire, 

The youths Nall languiſh and admire; 

And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 

Shall long to ride, long to ride, long to ride, 
in my duſt- cart. 

And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 

Shall long to ride in my duſt-cart. 


X 3 SONG 
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SONG CCCL. 
The RoasT BEEF of OLD ENGLAND, 


4 Canine; taken From a celebrated Print of the 
| zngenious Mr, Hogarth. 


| RECITATIVE, 


Twas at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
Where ſad deſpair and famine ever dwells, 
A meagre Frenchman, Madam Grand fire's cook, 
As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took; 
Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir Loin, 
On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine: 
Good Father Dominick by chance came by, 
With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 
Who, when be firit beheld the greaſy load, 
His benediction on it he beltow'd: 
And as the iolid fat bis fingers preſs'd. 
He lick'd his chaps, and thus the Knight ad- 
dreſs'd. 
Aix. 
(A lovely laß to a friar came, &C.) 
Oh rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, 
If Iwas doom'd to have thee, 
When dieſs'd and pgarniſh'd to my mind, 
And iwimming in thy gravy ; 
Not all thy country s force combin'd | 
Should from my fury fave thee, 
Renown?d Sir Loin, ott-times decreed 
'The theme of Englith ballad ; 
On thee c'en kings have deign'd to feed, 
e to Frenchman's palate; 
Then how much dota thy taſte exceed 
Soup-meagre, frogs and ſallad! 


Rz 


d- 


Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen, 


His moraing's meſs for ſook the friendly bowl, 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole. 


From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 


(235) 


hy RECITATIVE. ; 
A half-ſtarv'd ſoldier, very pale and lean, 


Like Garrick's frigh:ed Hamlet, ping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſſ tuud, 


He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then in plaintive tone declar d his grief. 


A1R. 


( Foot's Minuet.) 
Ah, ſacre Dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite? 
Begar, it is de roaſt beef from Londre ; 
Oh! grant to me von letel bite. 
But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel fate dis boon denies; _ 
In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return, and let me feaſt my eyes. 
RE CITATIVE. | 
His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whoſe brazen frout his country did betray, 


By honeſt means to gain his daily bread, 
Soon as the well-known proſpect he deſcry'd, 
In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry'd; 


At ns. 
(Ellen a Reon.) 


Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to rite, . 
So taking thy fight is, 
My joy, that fo light is, 


To view thee, by pailtals runs out at my eyes. 5 


Wutle 


| E N 

| While here I remain, my life's not worth a far- 
| thing, 

Ah, hard-hearted Loui ! 

Why did I come to ye? 


The gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me 
f from ſtarving. 


x RECITATIVE. 


, Upon the ground hard-by poor Sawney ſate, 
Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; 
But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 

His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown alide : 
With lifted hand he bleſs'd his native place, 
Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his 
Caſe : 
A1R. 


(The Broom of Co wden knows.) 
How hard, O Sawney ! is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blithe of late, | 
To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great! 
O the beef! the bonny beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown 5 
I wiſh I had a ſlice of thee, 
How ſweet it would gang down ! 


Ah, Charley! hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
Tbis ne'er had happ'd to meg 
Jwoeld the de'el had pick d mine ey 'n, 
Ere I had gang'd wi' thee, 
O the beef, &c, 


RECITATIVE., 


But, ſee! my muſe to England takes her flight, 
Where health and N foctally unite 3 
Where 


7 
Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's 

throne, [ known, 
And whips, and chains, and tortures are not 
Tho' Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhall ting, 
In ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing, | 

"RT Ks d 

As once on a time a young frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted his ſize he could quickly attain. 


O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


Thus eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mamma, who ſtood by, like a knowing old 
| dame, Eg | | 
Cry*d, “ Son, to attempt it you're ſurely td 
blame.” PE 


O the roaſt beef, &c. 


But deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt, 

An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 
Till ſwelling and ſtraining too hard made him 
burſt, | | 

O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Then, Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear ; 
The Ox is Old England, the Frog is Monſieur, 
W noſe puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 

O the roalt beef, &. 


For while by our commerce and arts we ate able 
To fee the Sir Loin ſwonking hot on our table, 
The French may e'en Hurt ke the frog in the 


fable. "nl 
O the roaſt beef of Old England, of 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. i 


(298) 
so NG CCCLIV. 
An ODE for the Lozp-Mayor's Dav. 


RECITATIVE, 


Birks fo: attend: I ſing, in merry lay, 
The feats atchiev'd upon a Lord-Mayor's 
day: 


What ſurfeits caught, what ſeeling when they 


dine: 
What ſober citizens get drunk by nine; 


What fights are ſeen; what rattling, fuſs and 


noiſe, {1 


Of coaches, carts, men, women, girls, and boys, 
Who ſtreets, bulks, windows, tops of houſes. 


throng, 
To view his Lordſhip paſs in ſtate along. 


An. 
(0 London is a fine town / ). 


Oh! Lord-Mayor's ſhow, ſo brave ad gay, 


Does honour to the city; 


- E And old and young, and rich and poor, 


Muſt own 'tis vaſtly pretty, 
To ſee the gilded coach and fix, 
And man in armour ride, 
In pomp and ſplendor, from Guildhall 
Unto the water-ſide. | 
And when in barges cloſely pent, 
| Such plenty of good cheer ; 
What pity 'tis ſo fine a fight 
Should come but once a year! 


Ok! Lord-Mayor's ſhow, Qc. 


RECI- 


„ 


1 


(- 239 ) 
RECITATIVE. 


The buſtle o'er, the cavalcade gone by, 

The mob diſpers'd, To dinner's all the cry. 
With haſten'd ſteps, as keeneſt hunger calls, 
The ſtarv'd mechanicks ſeek their diff*rent halls; 
At the fujl-proaning board each takes his ſeat, 
With brandiſh'd knife and fork, prepar'd to eat. 


AIR. 
(Ghoſts of ev*ry occupation, &c.) 


Cits of ev'ry occupation, 
* Ev'ry age, awd ev'ry ſtation, 
Parſons, juſtices of quorum, 
All with napkins tuck'd before 'em, 
Preſs to have the'r plates fill'd firſt. 


With the vials here ſuch work is, 
Snatching turtles, geeſe and turkies, 
Hares with puddings in their bellies, 
Cheeſecakes, cuſtards, tarts and jellies ; 

Bawling, ſwearing, | 

Cutting, tearing, 

Sweating, puffing, 

Licking, ſtuffing, 

Juſt as if they all would burſt, 


RECITATIVE. 


Their proweſs now in eating having prov'd, 
The diſhes empty'd, and the cloth remov'd ; 
Again the table ſmiles with wine and ale, 
And toaſts and bumpers ev*ry where prevail; 
Some talk, ſome laugh, ſome ſmoak, ſome ſnor- 
ing lie, | 

And ſome with jovial ſongs old care deſy. AR 
| IR. 


( 240 
AI R. 
(Come hither, my country ſquire, &c.) 
Come fill the glaſs to the brink, 
Briſk wine ſoon away ſorrow drives : 


Like cowards ne'er ſhrink, but valiantly drink 
Confuſion to bailiffs and wives. 


CHORUS, 
Such ſoaking, ſuch ſmoaking,, and joking, . 
Such guzzling here you ſee'; 
The buck and furr'd gown together ſit down, 
And all are good company. 


To enjoy life while we may, 
P11 prove from the ſcripture is right 
Old Lot us'd, they ſay, to fuddle all day, 
And lie with his doxey at night, _ 


C, HO RUS. 
Such ſoaking, ſuch ſmoaking, Ec. 


RECITATIVE, 


Rut ſoon the luſcious grape too potent grows; | 

Mirth and good-humour turn to words and 
blows ;' ** 

Now Rogue and Cuckold thro' the hall reſound, 

And wigs, and canes, and cravats ſtrew the 

| ground ; Ele | 

T'ill bright Aurora rears her roſy head, 

And bids the noiſy crew reel home to bed. 


\ AIR. 
| (There was a jovial Beggar, &c.) 
Let heroes, both by land and ſea, 
Their deeds in battle boaſt ; 


- 


They 


% 


WO. wo > wo 


( 241 ) 

They only fame acquire now, 
Who eat and drink the moſt. | 
Then a guttling we will go, will go, will go, 
Then a guttling we will go. | 


In ſtory we are told, of one 
An ox ſlew with his fi ; 
Then at a meal he eat him up; 
Gods! what a glorious twilt ! 
Then a guttling, Sc. 


If then good eating's ſo renown'd, 
Be this each Briton's pray'r, 
& God bleſs the Court of Aldermen, 
The Sheriffs and Lord-Mayor, 
« When a guttiing they do go, do go, do go, 
„When a guttling they do go.” | 


SONG CCCLY. 
_ Cveryd AND CHLOE. 


RECITATIVE. 


O deck her boſom Chloe choſe, 

1 Before all flowers, the bluſhing roſc ; 
It made her breaſts more lovely ſhow, | 
And added whiteneſs to their ſnow. 
| The tender nymph, herſelf a bud, 

So much already - underſtood. 


AIR. 

But once, hleſs'd hour! ſhe went to ſee 
The produce of the fav'rite tree, 
A large and tempting roſe ſhe found, 
Which ſpread its perfumes all around; 
It ſeem'd to court the virgin's hand, 
The virgin did not long withſtand, 

Y 7 She 


r 

She pluck'd— but, O! a ſudden pain 

Made her releaſe the ſtalk again: 

The wound appear'd, her finger bled, 

And ſtain'd the roſe with guilty red. 

The nymph, with pain and anger mov'd, 

Began to hate what once ſhe Iov'd; 
She ſigh'd, ſhe wept, and ſtamp'd and ſwore 
She'd touch the odious tree no more, £ 


WW -Wm: Ah mo 


RECITATIVE, 
When forth a little Cupid came, 
T'appeaſe the crying, angry dame; 
The angry nymph the god perceives, 
Struggling, through th' intangling leaves; 
When, from his fragrant ambuſcade, 
le thus accoſts the weeping maid, 
| | AIX. 
Ceaſe, Chloe, ceaſe, and do not cry, 
Nor blame the harmleſs tree—'twas I. 
*T was J that caus'd the little pain, 
And I Vill make it well again. 
My mother bade me do't, and ſaid 
This herb would cure the ſuff*ring maid : 
Let it but to the place be bound, 
»Twill ſtop the blood, and heal the wound, 


RECITATIVE. 


But, Chloe, if ſo ſmall a dart, 

Can in the finger give ſuch ſmart, 

What, Madam, if I'd pierc'd your heart? 
Ceaſe then to ſcorn my pow'r; and know, 
EY what I've done, what [ can do. 

Here he aſſum'd an awful look, 

He nodded thrice, his locks he ſhook, 
And mimick'd Jove in all he ſpoke. 


\ 
A 
8 
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( 243 ) 
With firenuous arm he twang'd his boy, 
He ſhew'd her all bis quiver too; 
This, ſays the god—and this, the dart, 
That wounded ſuch and ſich a heart, 
The virgin ſaw, admir'd, believ'd, and bow'd—- 
The god, with ſmiles, receiv'd the adoration 
which ſhe paid, 
And wav'd his purple wings, and left the won- 
d'ring maid, | | 
| A1R, 
My Chloe ſtill can ſhew the ſcar, 
And boaſts the god's peculiar care; 
She loves, and 1s belov'd apain, 
Secure of pleaſure, free from pain. 
I've ſeen the roſe adorn'd with blood, 
Which from my Chloe's finger flow'd ; 
Pve ſeen the ſprig where Cupid ſtood ; 
TI faw his little fragrant neſt—— _ 


And Chloe told me all the reſt. [Da Capo, 


SONG CCCLVI. 
The MoRNniNG, 
Set by Dr. Arne, 


HE glitt'ring ſun begins to riſe 
On yonder hill, and paints the ſkies ; 
The lark his warbling matin ſings, 
Each flow'r in all its beauty ſprings; _ 
The village up, the ſhepherd tries 
H1s pipe, and to the woodland hies. 
Oh ! that on th' ename}Pd green 
My Delia, lovely maid, were ſeen ; 
FE Freſher than the roſe*s bloom, 
Witt Syceter than the mead's perfume, 


FT -'3 Go, 


To Delia's ear the tender notes convey; 


What gaudy robes my fair ſhouid deck | 


What once cowrapt my fleecy care. 


{ 244 ) 
Go gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away, 


As jome lone turtle his loft love deplores, 

And with {hrill echoes fbi the founding ſhores ; 
50 I, hke him, abandon'd and forlorn, 

With ceaſeleſs plaints my abſent Delia mourn. 


Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs along; 
The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their ev'ning ſong, 
The winds to blow, the waving woods to move, 
And ſtreams to murmur, ere I ceaſe to love. 


Not bubbling fountains to the thirſty ſwain, 
Nor balmy fleep to lab'rers ſpent with pain; 
Nor ſhow'rs to larks, nor ſunſhine to the bee, 


Are half ſo pleaſing as thy fight to me. 


SONG CCCLVI.. 
+ Set. Mr. Battiſhall. . 


RIeITATI VS. 


2 O yonder beech's friendly ſnade 


Repair, my Aura, lovely maid; 
And while our lambkins frolick make, 


Thy ſnepherd's treaſure ſmiling take. 


1. 
Were to my wiſh thy temples bound, 
How India's gems ſhould blaze around! 
Yet wiſhes are but idle breath; | 
Accept, in lieu, a roſy wreath : 
Had I proud Perſia at my beck, 


But as it is, vouchſafe to wear 


Of 


g. 


ye, 


Sudden ſhe roſe, and to the beach ſhe flew, 
And ſaw his veſſel leſſening to her view: 
She ſmote her breaſt, the rav'd, and tore her 


Then i in fs e he vented her deſpair. 


4 

Of burniſh'd gold, or ſilver fair, 
Thoſe feet of thine ſhould ſandals bear; . 
But all I have to offer now, _ 

The hide of Dap, the fav'rite cow. | 
Said Aura—ſandals, robes and crowns, [ 
Are ſlender proofs *gainſt fortune's frowns ; | 
We've health and eaſe—lIs heaven ſcant ? 
Here take my hand—we've all we want. 


SONG CCCLVUL. 


Bacchus aud ARIADNE. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


RECITATIVE. 


H E faithleſs Theſeus ſcarce had got on 
board, 
When Ariadne wak'd, and mise d her lard; 


Al R. 
Ah! Theſeus, Theſeus, ſay ! 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye winds, to blow ! 1 
_ Kind Neptune, ceaſe to flow, 1 
Nor waft my love away! 
Ah! whither wilt thou go? 
Could I have ſerv'd thee ſo? 
Ah! Theſeus, faithleſs Theſeos, tell me why 
You fly from her who gave thee pow's to fly ? 


Y 3. R E- i 


( 245 ) 
REeciTATIVE. 
The jolly god, who rules the jovial bowl, 
Bacchus, whoſe gifts re-animate the ſoul, 
Heard and beheld poor Ariadne's grief, 
And gently thus adminiſter'd relief. 
. 
Ceaſe, lovely nymph, to weep, 

4 Wipe off that falling tear; 
J Though Theſeus plow the deep, 

You've ſtill a lover here: 
Jam Bacchus, god of wine, 

God of revelry and joy; 
If Ariadne will be mine, | 

Mirth ſhall ev'ry hour employ. 
Come, Silenus, fill a cup, 

Of my choiceſt cordial draught; 
F1ll it, man, why fill it up; 

*T will baniſh ev'ry gloomy thought : - 
Fill it higher, to the brink ; 
Come, my lovely mourner, drink ! : 


Recitariye: 


With ſoft reluctance ſhe at laſt comply'd, 
And to her lips the nectar'd cup apply'd : 
The potent draught, wich more than magic art, 
Flew throvgh her veins, and ſeiz'd her yielding 
hearc : 
In wine ambroſial all her cares were drown'd 
| And with ſucceſs the jovial god was crown'd : 
While old Silenus, as he reel'd along. 
| Thus entertain'd them with his frolic ſong. 


A:T. 


— 
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Learn hence, ye fond maidens, who droop and 
who pine, | 


Learn hence, ye {ond lovers, the virtue of wine: 
Let 


r 


42% 
Let the 2 who's forſaken for one that's 
more fair, | 
Take a comforting glaſs, and *twill drown all 
deſpair; © 
And let the fond youth, who would win the coy 
maid, | | 
| Inſtead of his Cupid's, ſeek Bacchus's aid. 
Jolly Bacchus ne'er fails of performing his part; 
Let him gain the head, and you'll ſoon gain the 
heart. e 


S G NG CCCLIX. 
Set by Mr. Stanley. 


ATI RA. 


HILE others barter eaſe for ſtate, 
| And fondly aim at growing great, 
Let me (with roſy chaplets crown'd) 
Stretch'd on the flow'r-enamell'd ground, 
The grape's veQtareous Juices quaff, 
Alternate ſiog, and love and laugh. 
Already ſee the purple juice 
Reſplendent o'er my cheek diffuſe 
A ſecond youth !—Again, the bowl 
With warm deſires inflame the ſoul. 


RECITATIVE, 
Quickly, ah quickly! muſt J leave 
The joys which wine and beauty give; 
Soon muſt I quit my wonted mirth, 
And mingle with my parent earth, 
Where kings, diveſted of their ſtate, 
With ſlaves ſuſtain a common fate. 


Air 


( 248 ) 
Arn. 

Let then the preſent hour be mine, 
Bleſt in the joys of love and wine; 
Come, ye virgin throng, advance, 
And mingle in the ſprightly dance : 
To the lyre's enchanting ſound 
Nimbly tread the blithſome round; 
While the genial bowl! inſpires 
Soft delight and gay deſires. 


SON G CCCLX, 
Set by Mr. Stanley. 


JGG. 
ARCUS, the young, the noble, and the 
brave, 1 
To camps inur'd, and deeds of arms, 
Struck with the force of beauty's charms, 
Now falls the fair Lucinda's ſlave. 
No more he ſeeks the hoſtile plain, 
But to the ſolitary grove 
(The ſoft retreat of peace and love) 
| In gentle murmurs breathes his pain; 
And thus, 8 ſuppliant voice, and broken 
5 ſig 8, | 
The hero ſu'd the beauty of the ſkies, 
| 5 A 1 R. 
Teach a young unſkilful lover 
Thoſe ſoft arts that charm the fair; 
Teach me, Venus, how to move her, 
How my raging pain declare. 
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RRC ITAT IVI. 
Mag ab liſten'd to his pray'r, 
She ſaw him languiſh and deſpair; 
Then downward thro? the lucid ſkies, 
She bade her iv'ry chariot roll, 
And, whilſt ſoft pity fill'd her eyes, 
Thus ſooth'd the anguiſh of his ſoul. 
. | Art. | 
Be pleaſant, be airy, and conſtantly praiſe 
The force of her wit, and the charms of her 
face ; | | ; 
Commend ev'ry feature, each beauty diſplay, 
With pleaſure ſhe'll liſten to all you can ſay: 


Let her humour and taſte be the road you purſue, 


And the love of herſelf will inſure her to you. 
$ONG CCCLXL 
A CanTarta, written by Sir Richard Steele, 
"us by Dr. Arne. Sung at Ranelagh, 


RreciTATIVE. 


- A Wretch long tortur'd with diſdain, 


| That ever pin'd, but pin'd in vain, 
At length the god of wine addreft, 


Saure refuge of a wounded breaſt. 


„ 
Vouchſafe, O pow'r, thy healing aid, 
Teach me to gain the cruel maid; 
Thy juices take the lover's part, 
Fluſh his wan looks, and chear his heart. 


REC Ii - 


( 230 ) 


-RECLTATLVE., 


To Bacchus thus the lover cry'd, 
And thus the jolly god reply d: 


AlR. : 

Give whining o'er, be briſk and gay, 
And quaff his ſneaking form away: 
With dauntleſs mien approach the fair, 
The way to conquer is— to dare. 


| RxECITATHIVHE.: 

The ſwain purſu'd the god's advice; 

The nymph was now no longer nice, 

AlR. 

She ſmil'd, and ſpoke the ſex's mind ; 
When you grow daring, we grow kind: 
Men to themſelves are molt ſevere, 
And make us tyrants. by their fear. 


SONG cœcœlXII. 
A Mzprzr. Tune Geho Dobbin. 


FYOME, Roger, and liſten to where I have 
been; 


Ize tull thee what wonderful zights I have zeen, 


Such places for paſtime as now hear renown, 


In that famous zity call'd fair London town. 


O brave London ! O ſweet London 
Ja that famous zity, call'd fair London town. 


Tune, 


( 25t ) 
Tane, John and Betty, 

Firſt, you muſt know, 
That we did go 
Into the zity ; 

And zaw, not far 

From Temple-bar 

The wax-work pretty. | 


Tune, J made love to Kate. 


Then they carried me 
To church built by St. Paul; 
Tho” thouſands I did zee, 
Twas bigger than 'em all: 
And up the winding ſtairs, 
Amaz'd, we did aſcend; 
So many, wound ! I thought | 
We ne'er fhauld zee an end: 
But how I gap'd and ſtar'd, 
When to the top we came; 
Had you been in my place, 
Why, you'd have done the ſame: 


Tune, Tom loves Mary paſſing well. 
To Guildhall next we did repair, 
That we might view the giants; 
They told me they ſtood always there 
To bid the French defiance : 
That when they heard the clock ſtrike one, 
They would come down and greet me; 
Tcod I did not like ſuch vun, | 
4 was afraid they'd cat me. 


Tune, Sick a pin let, 


And then to the Tower away we all ſtroll'd, 
T he hons, the armour, and crown to behold ; 
| When 


( 252 ) 


When the ſhew-man at laſt bid the laſſes ſo fair 


In old Harry's pincuſhion ſtick a pin there. 


Tune, My fond ſhepherd of late, &c. 
Back to Weſtminſter-Abbey we ftray'd, 


Where are zeen all the kings and queens 


| tombs; 
But I never zaw zince I was made 
Such a number of deadly high rodms. 
Then the organs play'd up too ſo fine, 
What the boys ſang I underſtood not; 
But the people in chorus did join, | 
That in heaven I thought I was got. 


Tune, The Attic Fire, 
At playhouſe too, I did admire 
A man who walk'd upon a wire, 
As tho'f it was the ground; 
And then, the zaik of our mill, 


When mov'd, compar'd with him, ſtood ill 
do fait he did turn round. 


Tune, Kitty Fell. 


But now the time, alas ! was come, 
When I muſt think of going home; 
Ah me! unhappy clown ; 

I dreamt of what I'd zeen all night, 
And, early by the morning light, 

I left dear London town. 

Charming London ! happy London ! 

Adieu, dear London town! 


SONG 


S O NG CCCLXHI 


OM Ramble, a rake of true catholic hope, 
Who rely'd on ſalvation by faith in the 


Pope ; 
With ſome qualms of contrition one morning 
vias taken, | reckon, 


And his conſcience declar'd It was high time to 


His ſteps to a convent our gallant addreſs'd, 
To pour his tranſgreſſions in Dominic's breaft : 
He tore his lac'd ruffles, diſgrac'd his toupee, 


He broke his couteau, and he l on his 
knee. 


RAE E. | 
O father! loſt peace to a finner reſtore ; 
Theſe pieces are many, my treſpaſſes more ; 
Thus ſaying, a purſe from his pocket he loos'd, 
Which, ey'd by the Facher, chis anſwer pro- 
duc'd: 

FRIAR. | 
Son, truſt our good mother, ſhe'1] always conſer 
Indulgence to thoſe who're indulgent to her; 
Let indigent wretches be ſcar'd for their fouls ; J 
The church has remiflion while you have piltoles, | 


Rake. 
\ ſhepherdeſs, harmleſs and young, I betray'd ; 
| and her, ah! with J had left her a maid; 
This brought the repentance, this brought the 


delight; | {Shaking the purſe, 
ake, take, holy Father, this ficnd from my 
ſight. 


7 The 


The Friar well weighing the cafe 


(--.294 3 


The Friar obey'd, and took charge of the booty; 
Obedience, you know, was a branch of his duty; 


So was poverty, too, but (aurum accepit) 


I hope you don” think his intent was to keep it, 


But left a bad tale, by its length, be made worſe, 
—and the 


purie ; 

J find not, faid he, any cauſe of alarm; : 

You inſtructed the ignorant — where was the 
harm ? 


RAK E. 


The charms of a widow my ſoul did ſurprize ; 
How gloomy her grief, but how bright were helf 
eyes! 
No e enjoyments he ſwore to allow ; j 
1 kiſo'd off her tears, and, oh! cancell'd he 
vow. 
| Frran, 


Mere 1 Sir, had oblig'd you to this, 


To comfort the widow, can ne'er be amiſs. 


RAK E. 
An Hugonot's conſort next fell to my mare; 


In ſhort, Sir, Lraviſh'd the obſtinate fair: 


Her huſband intruded, and fell in the ſtrife: 
I robb'd her of her honour, and him of his life. 


FrrIan. 


piſh! let not ſuch trifles your mind incommode 


To take from the Heretic's giving to God. 


3 


To a beautiful nun I my love did reveal; 
She open'd her breaſt, and ſhe open'd her cell 
She open'd, O heavens : | 


Fri 


Ife. 


ode 


( 255 } 


FIA RN. 
Damnation and bell! 
Mark, mark it in black, ye ſacred recorders ; 
What! lie with a nun, and not be in orders! 
No prayers, no alms, cen atone for this evil; 
Dowa, down to damnation, down down to the 
8 ed 
Tom took up his purſe, and away crept the 
Monk ; ND | 
One ſneak'd to his gruel, and one to his punk. 


LS RL SOR. 56 2) SRL SE AlN 
The Favourite Songs in 


THE BEGGARS OPERA. 


4 i. RE a . — 


8 O NO CeecLXIV. 
HRO' all the employments of life, 


Each neighbour abuſes his brother; 
Whore and rogue they call huſband and wife; 
All profeſſions berogue one another. 
The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, 
The lawyer be-knaves the divine; 
And the ſtateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine. 


8 ON G ceclxv. 


1 & I'S woman that ſeduces all mankind, | 
By her we firſt were taught the wheedling 
arts; . 


L 2 Her 


(390 3: 

Her very eyes can cheat; when moſt ſhe is kind, 
She tricks us of our money with our hearts, 
For her, like wolves by night we roam for prey, 
And practiſe ev'ry Raad 6 bribe her charms; 
For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 


And beauty muſt be fee'd into our arms, 


Ss O-N 6G---CCCLXVE, 


F love the virgin heart invade, 
How, like a moth, the ſimple maid, 
Still plays about the flame! 
Tf ſoon ſhe be not made a wife, 
Her honour's ſing'd, and then for life, 
She's — what I dare not name, 


SONG CCCLXAVIL. 


A Maid is like the golden ore, 
Which hath gu neas intrinſical in't, 
Whoſe worth was never known before 
It is t:y'd, and impreſs'd in the mint. 
A wife's | ke a guinea in gold, 
Stump'd with the name of her ſpouſe ; 
Now here, now there, is bought or is ſold, 
Aud is current in every houſe, 


S'O NG CCOLXVIIL.- 


VIRGINS are like the fair flower in its luſtre, 


Which in the garden enamels the ground; 
Near it the bees in play fiutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy butterflies frolick around. 


But 


6 257 


Bot when once pluck'd, 'tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent-Garden 'tis ſent, (as yet ſweet) 
There fade, and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all eu- 
| during, | | 

Rots, itinks, and dies, and is trod under feet. 


SONG Cee XIX. 


[1 Like a ſhip in ſtorms Was toſt, 
Viet am afraid to put into land; 
For, ſeiz'd in the port, the veſſel's loſt, 
Whoſe tteaſure is contraband.. 
The waves are leid, 
My duty's paid, 
O joy beyond expreſſion ! 
Thus ſafe aſhore, 
1 aſk no more, 
My all's in my poſſeſſion. 


8 ON G CCCLXAX. 


A Fox may iteal your hens, Sir, 

© A whore your health and pence, Sir, 
Your daughter rob your chelt, Sir, 

Your wWite may ſteal your reſt, Sir, 

A thief your goods and plate. 

But this is all but picking, 

With reſt, pence, cheſt aud chicken; 

It ever was decreed, Sir, 
Ji lawyer's hand is fee'd, Sir, 

Hie ſteals your whole eſtate, 
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SONG CCCLXAXL. 


THE turtle thus with plaintive crying, 
Her lover dying ; 
The turtle thus with plaintive crying, 
Laments her dove; 
Down ſhe arops, quite ſpent with ſighing, 
Pair'd in death, as pair'd in love, 


SONG CCCLXXI. 


Macheath: 


3 8 HE miſer thus a ſhilling ſees, 
Which he's oblig'd to pay; 

Vith ſighs reſigns it by degrees, 

And tears 'tis gone for aye. 
| Polhz. | 

The boy thus when his ſparrow's flown, 
The bird in filence flies; 

Put ſoon as out of fight 'tis gone, 
Whines, whimpers, ſobs and cries. 


\ 


SONG CCCLXXII.' 


FILL ev'ry glaſs, for wine inſpires us, 
| And fires us 
With courage, love and joy; 
Women and wine ſhould life employ, 
Is there ought elſe on earth defirous ? 


Cherus, Full ev'ry glaſs, &c. 


SONG 


( 239 
SONG CecLXXIV. 


JF the heart of a man is depreſo'd with cares, 
The miſt is diſpell'd when a woman appears; 
Like the notes of a fiddle ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly, 
Raiſes the ſpirits, and charms our ears: _ 
| Roſes and lillies her cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe ; 
Preſs her, 
Careis her, 
With bliſles, 
Her kiſſes 
Diſſolve us in pleaſure and ſoft repoſe, 


SONG CCCLXXV. 
Yy OUTH's the 55 made for joys, 


Love is then our duty: 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay, 
While we may 
Beauty's a flower deſpis'd in decay, 
Youth's the ſeaſon, &c. 
Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Ours 1s not to-morrow. 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
Age 1s nought but ſorrow. 
Dance and ſing, 


Time's on the wing, 
Life never knows tbe return of laing. 


| Chorus, Let us drink, &c. 


SONG 
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BEfore the barn- door crowing, 
The cock by hens attended, 
His eyes around him throwing, 
Stands for a while ſuſpended. 
Then one he ſingles from the crew, 
And cheers the happy hen, 
With how d'ye do, and how d'ye do, 
And how d'ye do again. 


SONG CCCLXAXVIL 


# 8 HE gameſters and lawyers are jugglers alike, 
If they meddle, your all is in danger; 
Like Gypſies, if once they can finger a ſouſe, 
Your pockets they pick, and they pilfer your 
| houſe, 
And give your eſtate to a ſtranger. 


SONG CCCLXXVIII. 


MAN may eſcape from rope and gun; 
Nay, ſome have out-liv'd the doctor's pill: 
Who takes a woman muſt be undone, 
That baſiliſk is ſure to kill. | 
The fly that ſips treacle is loſt in the ſweets, 
So he that taſtes woman, woman, woman, 
He that taites woman, ruin meets 


$0 N-G--CCCEXXIVY; 


OW cruel are the traytors, 

Who he and ſwear in jeſt, 
To cheat unguarded creatures 
Of virtue, fame, and reſt! 
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Whoever ſteals a ſhilling, 

Through ſhame the guilt conceals z 
In love the perjur'd villain 

With boaſts the theft reveals, 


SONG CCCLXXX, 
THE firſt time at the looking glaſs 


The mother ſets her daughter, 
The image ſtrikes the {miling laſs 
With ſelf-love ever after. | 
Each time ſhe looks, ſhe's fonder grown, 
Thinks every charm grows ſtronger, 
But alas, vain maid, all eyes but your own, 
Can ſee you are not younger. 


S O NG CCCLXXXI, 
W HE N you cenſure the age, 


2 cantious and ſage, 
Leſt the courtiers offended ſhould be + : 
If you mention vice or bribe, 
Tis ſo pat to all the tribe, 
Each cries— That was levell'd at me. 


SONG CCCLXXXII. 


i IF you of an office ſolicit your due, 
And would not have matters neglected, 


You muſt quicken the cleik with the perquiſite 
too, 


To do what his duty directed. 
Or 


+ 


r 


1 


Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
She too has this palpable failing, 

The peiquiſite ſoftens her into conſent; 
That realoa with all is prevailing. 


SONG CCCLXXXII. 


FPHUS when the ſwallow ſeeking prey, 
Within the ſaſh is cloſely pent, 
His conſort with bemoaning lay, 
Without its pinivg for th* event: 
Her chatt' ing lovers all around her ſkim, 


She heeds them not (poor bird) her ſoul's with 
him. 


SONG cœclxXXxIV. 


NO pow'r on earth can e'er divide 
The knot that ſacred love hath ty'd; 
When parents draw againſt our mind, 
The true-love's knot they faſter bind. 
Oh, on rav, oh ainborah—oh oh, &c. 


8 ON G CCCLXXXV. 


WHEN young at the bar you arg taught me 


to ſcore, 


And bid me be free with my lips, and no more; 


I was kiſs'd by the parſon, the ſquire, and the 
ſot, [got. 


When the oveſt was departed, the kiſs was for- 


But his kiſs was ſo ſweet, and fo cloiely he preſt, 


That J languiſh'd and pin'd till 1 granted the 
reſt. 


SONG 


463) 
s ON G cœclxxxvl. 


THE modes af the court ſo common are 
grown, 


That a true friend can hardly be met; 
Friendſhip for intereſt is but a loan, 
Which they let out for what they can get. 
is true you find 
Some friends ſo kind, 


Whol) g've you good counſe! themſelves to it 


delend, 
In ſorrow fol dicty, 
They promiſe you pity, 
But ſhift you for money from riend to friend. 


8 NG CCCLXXXVII. 
WIEN a wife's in her pout, 


(As ſhe's ſometimes, no doubt) 
The By huſband as meek as a lamb; 
Her vapours to ſtill, 
He firit grants her her will, 


And the quieting draught 1s a dram, poor man! 


And the quieting draught i is a dram. 


SONG CCCLXEXVILL. 


' A MONG the men coquets we find, 
Who court by turns all women kind ; 

And we grant all their hearts defir'd, 

When they are flatter'd and admir'd. 
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SONG CCCLXXXIX. 
COME, feet ins, 


Let's baniſh ſorrow, 
Till to-morrow ; 


| 

| Come, ſweet laſs, 

| Let's take a chirping glaſs. 

ö Wine can clear 

b The vapours of deſpair, 

| | And make us light as air; 

| 'Then drink, and baniſh care, 
; 
x 
| 
| 
| 


S8 O NGO Cee. 


GIN CE laws were made for ev'ry degree, 
To curb vice in others, as well as in me, 
I wonder we han't ex! company 
| Udon Tyburn tree! 
But gold for law can take out the ſting, 
And if rich men, like us, were to ſwing 3 


PP Twould thin the land, ſuch numbers to ſtring 
3 Upon Tybura tree! 


| SONG CCCXCI, | 

TH Us I ſand like the Turk with his doxies 

Ts around, 

From all ſides their glances his paſſion confound; 

For black. brown and fair, his incopſtancy burns, 

'And the different beauties ſubdue him by turns : 

Each calls fgrth her charms, to provoke his de- 
fires; 

Tho- willing to all, with but one he retires. 

But think of this maxim, aud put off your ſorrow, 

The wretch of to-day may be happy to-morrow. 


615 


SONG CCCXCH. 


E people of England of ev'ry degree, 
Both rich and both poor, come liſten to me; 
The truth P11 relate; ſhould the S-h-n ſucceed 
You are certainly ruin'd, and therefore take heed, 
Prevent while you may, —let it never be ſaid, 
That England to reſcue herſelf was afraid! 
Arm, arm, and ruſh forth 1 in your country's juſt 
cauſe, 


And fight to defend your religion and laws. 


Remember, brave Britons, your fathers of old, 
Priz'd their honour and liberty dearer than gold; 
Then let us true ſons of our fathers appear: 

A like faithful to guard, and ſtill ſtrangers to fear; 
For liberty, property, bravely conteſt, 

And wiſely conſider in freedom you're bleſt; 
Then arm and ruſh forth in your country's cauſe, 
And fight to defend your juſt rights and your laws. 


— 


Saw — — — 
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Conſider the cauſe that now ealls for your aid, 
"Tis freedom, that bleſſing, then be not diſmay ds 
But boldly ſtep forth, and join heart in hand 
To expel helliſh tyranny from our good land. 
In virtue continue, believe me you'll find, 


In that ſweet content, join's with true peace of j 
mind. | 
Then let all unite in the glorious cauſe, x 
And rave to preſerve your lives, liberties, laws. 


: 


4 


. nn — a 88 EM INTINO . 


And now to conclude my true patriot ſong, 


Obſerve what Pve ſaid, and pray don't take me | 
wrong, 


69266) 


Pm a ſtranger to fear, for King George I can 
fight, 


And will, when convinced I've regained my juſt 


right. 
The laws of our country are all of them good, 
"Tis a bleſſing, we find, they are now underſtood, 
Then for once plead your ſenſe and Old anne 
juſt cauſe. 
And ruſh forth, to preſerve you King, liberty, 


laws, 
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ALEX AN DE R'Ss F EAST: 
OR THE 


POWER of MUSIC, 


An Opx, in Honour of St. Cecilia's Day. 


y 3 
WAs at the royal feaſt, for Perſia won 
By Philip's warlike fon : 
Aloft in awful ſtate 
The godlike hero ſate 
On his imperial throne: 
His valiant peers were plac'd around; 


Their brows with roſes and with myrtles bound. 


(So ſhould deſert in arms be crown'd:) 
The lovely Thais, by his ſide, 
Sate like a blooming Eaſtern bride 
In flower of youth and beauty's pride. 

Happy, happy, happy pair! 

None but the brave, 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave deſerve the fair. 


CH OK Us. 
Happy, happy, happy pair 
None but the bras, 

None but the brave, 


None but the brave deſerve the fair. 
Timotheus, 


(_ 268) 


II. 
Timotheus, plac'd on high 
Amid the tuneful quire, 
With flying fingers touch'd the Toe: 
The trembling notes aſcend the ſky, 
And heavenly joys inſpire. 
The ſong began from Jove, 
| Who left his bliſsful ſeat above, 
(Such is the power of mighty love.) 
A dragon's hery form bely'd the god: 
Sublime on radiant ſpires he rode, 
| When he to fair Olympia preſs'd : 
And while he ſought her ſnowy breaſt : 
Then, round her ſlender waiſt he curl'd, 
And ſtamp'd an image of himſelf, a ſov'reign of the 
I world. 
The liſt'ning croud admire the lofty ſound, 
A preſent deity they ſhout around: - 
A preſent deity the vaulted roofs rebound : 
| | With raviih'd,ears | 
i The monarch hears 
Aſſumes the god, 
Affects to nod, 
And ſeems to ſhake the ſpheres. 
| CO 0 KR VU 8. 
|| With raviſh'd cars 
| The monarch hears, 
| Aſſumes the god, 
FJ AﬀeRs to nod, : 
| And ſeems to Bake the ſpheres. 


| II. 

0 The praiſe of Bacchus then, the ſweet muſician 
| ſung ; 

1 Of Bacchus ever fair and ever young: 


1 


The 


8 6 


The jolly god in triumph comes; 
Sound the | trumpets; beat the drums ; ; 
Fluſh'd with a purple grace 
He ſhews his honeſt face: 
Now. gives the haatboys breath; he comes, he 


comes. |; | 


Bacchus, ever fair and young, 
Drinking joys did firſt ordain 
Bacchus? blefings are a treaſure, 
Drinking f is the ſoldier's pleaſure : 
Rich the treaſure, 
Sweet the pleaſure, 
Sweet is pleaſure after pain. 


| & NH. 0: 0): $: 
Bacchus bl:fſings are a treaſure, 
Drinking is the ſoldier's pleaſure; ; 
Rich the treaſure, 
| Steer the pleaſure ; 
Sqveet is pleaſure after pajn. 


IV. 
Sooth'd with the ſound the king grew vain ; 
Fought all his battles o'er again ; 22 
And thrice he routed all his ſoes; ; and thrice he 4 
fle the flatn, L 
The maſter ſaw the madneſs riſe ; 1 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes; | 
And while he heaven and earth defy'd, 
Chang'd his hand, and check? his rc. 
He choſe a mournful muſe 
Soft pity to infuſe : 
He ſang Darius great and good, 
By too ſevere a fate, 
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen, 
Fallen from his high eltate, 


( 270 ) 
And welt'ring in his blood; 
Deſerted, at his utmoſt need, 
By thoſe his former bounty fed; 
On the bare earth expos'd he lies, 
With not a friend to cloſe his eyes. | 
With down-caſt looks the joyleſs victor fate, 
Revolving in«his alter'd ſoul | 
The various turns of chance below; 
And, now and then, a ſigh he ſtole; 
And tears began to flow. 
E HO R UFS. 
Revolving in his alter d ſoul 
The various turns of chance below z 
And, now and then, a figh he flole; 
And tears began to flow. 


The mighty maſter ſmil'd, to ſee 
That love was in the next degree: 
Twas but a kindred-ſound to move, 
For pity melts the mind to love. 
_ Softly ſweet, in Lydian meaſures, 
[| Soon he ſooth'd his ſoul to pleaſures. 
4 War, he ſung, is toil and trouble; 
| Honour but an empty bubble; 


| Never ending, ſtill beginning, 
| Fighting ſtill, and ſtill deitroying : 
If the world be worth thy winning, 
Think, O think, it worth enjoying: 
Lovely Thais fits beſides thee, 

Take the good the gods provide thee. 
The,many rend the ſkies with loud applauſe ; 
So love was crown'd, but muſic won the cauſe, 

Ihe prince, unable to couceal his pain, 
Gaz'd on the fair 5 
Who caus'd his care, And 


( 272 ) 
And ſigh'd and look'd, figh'd and look'd, 
Sigh'd and look'd, and figh'd again: 
At length, with love and wine at once oppreſs'd, 
The vanquiſh'd victor ſunk upon her breaſt. 
o 
T he prince, uuable to conceal his pain, 
Ga d on the fair 
Who caus' d his care, „ 
And figh'd and look'd, figh'd and lool d, 
Sigh'd and look'd, and ſegh'd again : 
A. length, with lows and wine at once eppreſi' d, 
The vanguiſb d victor ſunk upon her breaſt, 


VI. 
Now ſtrike the golden lyre again: 
A louder yet, and yet a louder ſtrain, Y 
Break his bands of fleep aſunder, 
And rouſe him, like a rattling peal of thunder, 
Hark, hark, the horrid found 
Has rais'd up his head: 
As awak'd from the dead, 
And amaz'd, he ſtares around. 
Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cries, 
See the Furies ariſe : 
See the ſnakes that they rear, 
How they hiſs in their hair. 5 
And the ſparkles that flaſh from their eyes! 
Behold a ghaſtly band, | 
Each a torch in his hand! 


Thoſe are Grecian ghoſts, that in battle were 


ſlain. | 
And unbury'd remain 


Inglorious on the plain: 


Give the vengeance due: 
To the valiant crew. 


Behold | 


(272) 
Behold how they toſs their torches on high, 

How they point to the Perſian abodes, 
And glitt'ring temples of their hoſtile gods. 
The princes applaud, with a furious joy; 
And the king ſeiz'd a flambeau with zeal to deſtroy; 

5 Thais led the way, 
Jo light him to his prey, 

And, like another Helen, fir'd another Troy. 


CM ©: KV: $, 


And the 5 ng feie'd the flambeau with zeal to deſtroy; 
Thais led the wvay, 
To light him to his prey, 
Ard, likz another He len, fir'd another Tray. 


—E HI. 


Thus, long ago, | 
Ere heaving billows learn'd to blow; 
While organs yet were mute; 
Timotheus, to his breathing flute, 
And ſounding lyre, 
Could ſwell the ſoul co rage, or kindle foft 
defire. 
At laſt divine Cecilia came, 
Inventreſs of the vocal frame; 
The ſweet enthufaſt, from her facred ſtore, 
_ Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds, 
And added length to folemn ſounds, 


With nature's motner wit, and arts unknown 
before. 


Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 
Or hoth divide the crown; 

He rais'd a mortal to the ſkies ; : 
She drew an angel down. 


_ Grand 
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Grand. e H ON U S8. 
At laſt divine Cecilia came, 1 
Inventreſs of the vocal frame; | | 
The feet ent huſiaſt, fm her ſacred ſtore, 
Enlarg'd t former narrow bounds, 
And added length to ſolemn ſounds, 
With nature's mother «uit, and arts unknown 
before. : 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 
Or both divide the croawn ; 
He rais'd a mortal to the ſbies; 
She drew an angel down, 


— 


